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“AS LONG AS YOU THINK I’M A ROGUE, 
I MIGHT AS WELL ACT LIKE ONE.” 


The sweet fury of his lips dominated and possessed her. 
His kiss was like strong liquor drunk too quickly, setting 
her head to whirling and impairing her ability to think. 
She lost all sense of time, clinging to him as though she 
were drowning and he were life itself. 

“Darling Kate.” His voice was rough with passion as 
his left hand moved upward from her waist to cup the 
swell of her breast. 

Kate trembled, sudden fear lancing through the other 
sensations she was experiencing. She tried to push him 
away—it was unthinkable that Kate Cameron should be- 
have so wantonly with a man she had only just met. 

“Please, Zack,” she begged when she found she 
couldn’t loosen his grip. ‘““We cannot do this.” 

“Why not? You want me as much as I want you.” 
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‘Washington, D.6.—Fall 1859 





“How beautiful it is tonight with the full moon reflected in the 
river,’ Kate Cameron murmured, trailing her fingers in the 
water alongside the canoe as it drifted with the current not far 
from the shore of the Potomac. 

“Yes, it is lovely as long as one stays up here away from the 
city,” Noel Philips agreed, dipping a paddle into the stream just 
enough to keep the craft on a steady course. “Farther down, the 
water is full of garbage. The scum who live there dump it into 
the river.” 

Kate sighed inwardly, wishing he hadn’t brought that up. 
Noel’s open contempt for the population of the nation’s capital 
disturbed her. “Just for tonight, can we pretend that it’s all as 
pristine as when it was created?” she asked, smiling wistfully in 
an effort to beguile him into a lighter, brighter mood. 

Noel’s full lips curved upward, and his even white teeth 
flashed in the semidarkness as he grinned. “Remember, that’s 
really true on our plantations back in Virginia. If your Uncle 
Joe would resign as senator and give up his ridiculous efforts to 
keep the South bound to the corrupt Union, you could quit 
playing hostess and secretary to him here in Washington and go 
home. Then it might be easier to convince you that you were 
meant to rule over a great plantation among people who appre- 
ciate your grace and culture.” 

Kate’s gaze dropped to the fingers making ripples in the tepid 
water. How like Noel it was to couple a compliment with an 
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attack on her uncle. “My father felt the same way Uncle Joe 
does, Noel.” 

“Your father was a retired soldier. Your uncle is a politician.” 

“You're a soldier yourself, Noel.” She had hoped to avoid 
this kind of conversation, but it seemed impossible. Everywhere 
one went nowadays, the same argument was taking place. The 
atmosphere in Washington had become so strained that some 
soirees and balls were held exclusively for Union sympathizers 
and others only for secessionists. People who had been friends 
for years now passed one another on the street without speak- 
ing, and hotels and saloons had taken on the protective color- 
ation of the majority of their patrons and served only those who 
shared the same sentiments. “And as you know, my father was 
a Marine, not a soldier.” 

Noel shrugged. ““What I’m saying is that he was a military 
man and for that reason remained loyal to an ungrateful gov- 
ernment that quickly forgot his sacrifice and the wound he re- 
ceived at Chapultepec that ruined his life.” 

Kate sighed again. This was getting them nowhere. Renewing 
her resolve not to argue with Noel, she playfully flicked her wet 
fingers at him and changed the subject. “Come now, sir, you’ve 
not told me what fortuitous circumstances brought you to 
Washington.” — ; 

He ducked the sprinkles of water and retaliated by threaten- 
ing her with a splash from the tip of a raised oar, laughing as 
she instinctively turned her head away. “It was not luck, my 
dear girl, but orders.” 

“Orders? Really?” 

He nodded. “Yes. Buchanan asked Winfield Scott to transfer 
his headquarters to the capital so he can hide behind the ample 
figure of the national hero.” 

Kate felt a thrill of awe at the mention of Winfield Scott. Her 
father’s voice had always-taken on a tone of near reverence 
when he spoke of the valiant general who had served his coun- 
try so well during the War of 1812 and the Mexican confronta- 
tion. 

“Then you'll be stationed here for a while and we can see 
each other more often?” she asked, not quite sure how she felt 
about that. 

There was no question that Noel was physically attractive. 
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His thick, wavy dark blond hair was brushed back from his 
handsome face except for one rebellious lock that dipped low on 
his forehead toward the twin wings of his eyebrows. Long- 
lashed, slightly hooded lids gave his startlingly azure blue eyes a 
sleepy, smoldering look, and his straight nose, sensual lips, and 
cleft chin completed a pleasing visage. Of medium height and 
build, he was nevertheless well proportioned, with a broad chest 
that tapered down to a trim waist, narrow hips, and well-shaped 
legs. There was not one attribute a lady could find less than 
appealing. His smile was engaging, his manners were polished, 
and his natural charm increased his considerable eligibility to 
the point that his mother worried that some thoroughly unsuit- 
able female would entrap him before Kate made up her mind to 
take the fateful step into matrimony that would unite the two 
most prominent landowning families in Virginia.” 

“As often as possible,” he answered with an ardor that made 
Kate uneasy. “I intend to spend every waking hour I can escape 
from duty wooing you.” 

Kate laughed to hide her nervousness and spoke without 
thinking. “Well, that should keep you out of trouble.” 

Instantly a frown darkened Noel’s brow. “If by ‘trouble’ you 
mean secessionist politics, my dear, forget it. That is one area 
where even you cannot sway me.” 

“What about your general? How will he feel about that?” 

“General Scott is a Virginian,” he said as though saying the 
old war hero was a descendant of the gods. “He has been wise 
enough to appoint only Southerners used to high Army post 
commands. I’m sure he will do his duty to his state when the 
time comes.” 

What about his duty to the Constitution? Kate wondered. 
She couldn’t believe the man her father had described in such 
glowing terms would desert his country if it came to rebellion. 

“Of course, General Scott will want to meet you,” Noel was 
going on as the canoe drifted in toward shore under willow 
trees overhanging the grassy bank. 

“Why on earth would he want to meet me?” Kate asked in 
genuine surprise. 

“Well, because you are a beautiful woman, for one thing,” 
Noel answered, nudging the canoe into the soft earth and toss- 
ing out the stone attached to a rope that served as its anchor. 
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“Sometimes I think you have the quickest tongue with a 
pretty compliment in the whole South, Noel Philips,” Kate re- 
plied, laughing. “Perhaps that’s why. I’m half in love with you.” 

“But only half. That’s what I’ve got to remedy before I leave 
Washington.” He laid the paddie down and moved carefully 
toward the end.of the craft where Kate lounged against the 
cushions. He sat down on the seat just forward of hers, took her 
hands in his, and raised them to his lips. “I was telling you the 
truth about the general. He does have an eye for beauty for all 
his seventy-three years. He also remembers your father. In fact, 
I think he remembers every officer and man who fell at Chapul- 
tepec down to the last Marine—and perhaps those who fell at 
Lundy’s Lane and Chippewa back in 1814 as well.” 

“What an amazing memory.” 

“Yes, for events that happened half a century ago or for what 
he had for dinner last night, but ’m not sure he remembers 
which end of a cannon to load. And speaking of Marines, you’ll 
be meeting the general’s other aide, Lt. Zachary Benson of Mis- 
sissippi, another good officer and good Southerner. General 
Scott and I both enjoy his company, but I think it would be 
advisable for you to keep him at a distance. I would prefer that 
you did not dance with him, for instance.” 

“Why ever not?” 

Noel clasped her hands tightly. “Because he dances better 
than I do, for one thing, and for another, he has quite a reputa- 
tion with the ladies. And not a very savory one, I might add. 
Women seem to find him irresistible, but I doubt very much 
that you will. He’s not really a gentleman.” 

Kate regarded him through the soft fringe of her long lashes. 
Zachary Benson sounded like a bounder, and she intensely dis- 
liked men who played at love and trifled with the affections of 
unworldly young ladies. “And yet you say he’s a friend?” 

Noel nodded. “‘He’s a man’s man, a jolly fellow who’s great 
to go on leave with. But that doesn’t mean Id introduce him to 
my friends back home—and especially not to their sisters.” He 
raised her hand to his lips and kissed each finger in turn before 
continuing. “Kate, there’s a bond between Benson and me be- 
cause ... well .. . he saved my life in Kansas.” 

“You mean Marines were serving with the dragoons in Kan- 
sas?” Kate shivered at the thought of the bloody fighting that 
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had gone on there. The outnumbered U.S. Cavairy had come 
under constant bombardment from bands of proslave guerrillas 
called Jayhawkers as well as from Free-Soilers armed with guns 
known as ““Beecher’s Bibles,” provided by religious groups from 
the North. 

“The Navy Department decided to send someone out there to 
see what was going on, and naturally the duty fell to a Marine 
officer. A gang of Free-Soil killers lay in ambush for us between 
Lawrence and Freeport, and one of them trained his brand-new 
Sharps on me. He had me cold and would have killed me if old 
Zack hadn’t put a slug from a Navy Colt between his eyes.” 

“And in spite of that, you still want me to be cool to him?” 

Noel nodded, and although Kate had no desire to be friendly 
with a man like Benson, she found this typical male attitude 
amusing. Noel seemed to see nothing strange in lauding a man 
for his courage and loyalty while condemning but tolerating his 
heartless conquests as long as they didn’t.encroach on his own 
personal interests. Well, she wasn’t as forgiving of cads. She was 
glad that Noel, for all his hot temper and wrongheaded views of 
slavery, was not a philanderer. Indeed, he was almost embar- 
rassingly devoted to her and had waited, with only occasional 
flurries of impatience, for three years for her to make up her 
mind. 

Noel slid over onto the seat beside her and put an arm 
around her shoulders. “I am giving you fair warning, my dar- 
ling. I intend to conduct this campaign in a military manner, 
and you are going to find yourself assailed on all sides and 
closely besieged until you hoist the white flag of surrender.” 

“And I must warn you, sir, that I shall defend my ramparts 
to the last; no quarter asked nor given.” 

“My problem is that you have never given me any quarter. 
You merely keep me dangling like a toy monkey on a chain.” 

“Oh, dear Noel, that is not true,” she protested, although she 
knew he was at least partially correct. It really wasn’t fair of her 
to go on hesitating about his proposal. There couldn’t be a more 
suitable young man than he, as both their mothers were so fond 
of pointing out. Their plantations were contiguous, and if she 
married him, there would no longer be any need to sell Green 
Acres; it could simply be joined to Riverview and Noel could 
manage both of them once his military service was ended. Then 
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her mother could move back into her beloved house, and she 
and Mrs. Philips could spend their days playing whist and gos- 
siping with their friends as they had in the years before Duncan 
Cameron’s death. 

It was a perfect arrangement if she could only bring herself to 
agree to marrying Noel. He was more than capable of running 
both plantations even if he was only twenty-five, he had been 
helping his mother run theirs for the last ten years. Her reasons 
for hesitating were not because he was a brutal master to his 
slaves either. Despite his strong proslavery stance, he was 
kindly in his dealings with the individual slaves. No, it wasn’t 
doubts about any of those things that kept her from making the 
final commitment. It wasn’t anything concrete that she could 
point to and say, “There, that’s the reason!” It was mainly a 
feeling, an expectation, a longing that she didn’t understand 
and couldn’t explain. 

She was fond of Noel, she really was, even though she heart- 
ily disagreed with him on political issues. He was fun on a 
picnic or a hayride, a marvelously attentive escort to teas and 
balls, a good dancer, and . . . She didn’t know what else she 
could want or expect of a man, but the feeling persisted that 
something was missing . . . a sense of romance, of adventure, 
of excitement and daring. . . 

“Noel, I—” 

“JT love you, Kate. I’ve never loved anyone else and I never 
will. I would be heartbroken and in total despair if I should ever 
learn that I had lost you forever.” 

“You'll probably never learn any such thing,” she said gently, 
touched by the catch she heard in his voice. 

“Be careful . . . You’re giving me hope,” he whispered, 
kissing the curve of her cheek and letting his lips tease at the 
corner of her mouth. “I can almost see you presiding over a 
tableful of dinner guests at Riverview, looking like an angel in 
that gold and silver shot silk gown you brought back from Paris 
last year.” 

“T didn’t know you liked that dress. I purchased it from the 
salon of Charles Worth, an Englishman who loathes the crino- 
line. I would have thought it shows too much of my natural 
figure to please you.” 
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“It does, but in my vision, we are married and no man dares 
to look at you with anything but awe and respect.” 

“Or what? You will challenge them to a duel?” That’s what 
he had done with three young men in Richmond who had had 
the temerity to offer her court. Only her vow that she would 
never, ever, have anything to do with a man who engaged in an 
act so childishly barbaric as a duel had prevented their taking 
place. 

“No, I will not challenge them to a duel. I know how you feel 
about that, and I will respect your feelings.” 

“Will you also respect my feelings about slavery?” She hadn’t 
meant to say that; it had slipped out before she thought. 

His arm went slack, and he pulled slightly away from her. “I 
. . . Kate, you know I love you deeply, but the issue of slavery 
is one that has to be settled by the gentlemen of the South 
and—” 

“How about the ladies of the South? And the plain, ordinary 
people of the South? Don’t they have a say in settling the mat- 
ter?” He stiffened, and she knew she had pushed him too far on 
a subject on which he was unbending. 

“You sound like the Free-Soilers with their squatter sover- 
eignty, their vulgar democracy.” 

“Isn’t that the idea upon which this country was founded?” 
she snapped. 

“This country was founded as a republic,” he said coldly, 
“and the institution of slavery is the mortar that holds our 
civilization together.” 

It was useless to go over the same old ground again, and Kate 
knew it. If they kept on like this, the evening was going to be 
completely ruined. She was wrong to have let the conversation 
veer off in this direction. Swallowing her anger, she fixed a smile 
on her lips and looked up at him. 

“We're wasting this beautiful moonlight, and listen... 
Isn’t that music drifting across from Virginia? Let’s just relax 
and enjoy it, shall we?” 

“Tm sorry, Kate. I didn’t mean to get into that again. I know 
it stands between us, and . . .” He shrugged helplessly. 

“Let’s put it aside for tonight,” she said, reaching up to brush 
back the unruly wing of burnished gold hair from his forehead. 
“Let’s pretend we’re the way we used to be a few years ago 
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when we rode down by the pond in the little valley between 
Riverview and Green Acres.” 

He smiled and kissed the tip of her nose. “I don’t think I 
want to go back that far. You wouldn’t let me kiss you then.” 

She snuggled against his shoulder. “It wasn’t all bad, though, 
was it? I did let you hold my pony’s reins and help me mount.” 

“Yes, when you didn’t leap up over his rump like the tomboy 
you were.” 

“Oh, wasn’t I awful? Dear Noel, we’ve known each other so 
long, and I missed you so terribly when you were at West Point. 
I’m so glad you’re going to be in Washington for a while.” 

“Umm,” he murmured, planting little teasing kisses down 
behind her ear and under her chin. 

It was a pleasant sensation, and Kate enjoyed it in a de- 
tached, dispassionate kind of way, wondering why Noel’s kisses 
didn’t affect her more, didn’t cause the flaring excitment that 
she’d heard some of her friends describing. Betsy Price, for 
instance, had told her—in strictest confidence of course—how 
that insipid Freddie Sharp’s kisses had driven her wild. 

“Why, honey, I just plain melt when his lips touch mine. My 
knees get all weak, my head spins like crazy, and I want to 
throw my arms around him and tell him I love him . . . tell 
him to take me . . . to do anything he wants with me.” 

Betsy wouldn’t let a little thing like a difference of opinion on 
any subject keep her out of Freddie’s arms, and Kate wasn’t 
sure whether it was really that that kept her from responding to 
Noel’s caresses. His lips had traced their way down to the pulse 
beating in the hollow of her throat and up the side of her neck 
to the other ear, and now he was inhaling deeply of the subtle 
jasmine scent she had had created for herself in Paris. 

“Ah, you’re like a lovely flower. When I think of all the 
lonely hours I’ve spent without you, I almost wish I hadn’t 
accepted your uncle’s offer to appoint me to the academy.” 

“But if you hadn’t, you wouldn’t be here now.” 

“True,” he admitted, “and neither would I be so well pre- 
pared for the conflict I know is coming.” 

Refusing to acknowledge even to herself the treasonous im- 
plications of that statement, Kate turned her face up to his. 
“But you are here, and we have tonight and many, many more 
nights to spend together.” 
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His lips descended and took possession of hers, and she 
closed her eyes, willing herself to respond. She felt his hot 
breath on her cheek, his moist, mobile mouth crushing and 
devouring hers. It was flattering. to know he desired her, and 
she wanted to feel the same way about him. 

“Kate . . . Oh, God, Kate,” he groaned, holding her so 
tightly against him that his uniform buttons were bruising her 
soft breasts. “I love you so much . . . so very, very much! I'll 
die if I can’t have you.” 

I’ve got to feel something! she thought in desperation. How 
can he feel so much when I feel so little? What is the matter 
with me? Here I am, twenty-four years old, practically over the 
hill as a marriage prospect, and I can’t summon enough emo- 
tion for this handsome, virile man to reciprocate his passion. 

Noel didn’t seem to notice. His kisses were becoming more 
urgent and demanding by the moment. If she was seriously 
considering marrying Noel, she wanted to know that she was 
capable of experiencing the joy of real connubial bliss. It wasn’t 
as though she were an ignorant child with no knowledge or 
understanding of what love and marriage were all about. She 
had been to Europe twice, the first time with her father and the 
second with Uncle Joe. She had read books forbidden to most 
girls in America; she’d read them in French, in fact. She knew 
how a woman should feel when she was being made love to, and 
it troubled her that she didn’t feel anything like the Flaubert 
heroines she had memorized in detail, not even like the femmes 
fatales of the English lady novelists she had devoured before she 
learned to read French. 

Maybe if she pretended to be feeling the way Noel already 
did—if she went through the physical motions of response and 
let him think he had stirred and excited her—maybe then 
make-believe would become reality. 

Slowly she raised her arms and slipped them around his neck, 
placing one hand at the base of his head and pulling it closer 
while her lips moved sensually under his. She sped up her 
breathing in imitation of his and, with great daring, let the tip 
of her tongue tease along his parted lips. 

“Kate ... ah, Kate... Kate, you do love me... You 
do!” he growled deep in his throat, then rained passionate kisses 
on her neck and upper bosom before recapturing her lips and 
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plunging his tongue into the depths of her mouth. “My darling, 
darling girl.” His voice was husky as his right hand crept up her 
side to cup and fondle one of her high round breasts. 

For an instant, she almost panicked. Her first instinct was to 
break the embrace and shove his hand away. Noel was so en- 
grossed that he didn’t notice her momentary stillness as he rev- 
eled in his exploration of the firm-fleshed globe. As she calmed, 
Kate decided to permit his fingers to roam freely for the mo- 
ment. After all, his uncomplaining patience in the face of her 
inability to make up her mind should earn him a few privileges. 

But did she really want him to touch her so intimately? 
Maybe she was thinking about it too much, rationalizing every 
movement, dissecting and analyzing instead of feeling. Betsy 
and other girls didn’t do that. You had to listen to your heart, 
not your head, in situations like this. Noel certainly was. His 
mouth was still moving against hers in breathless demand, and 
she could feel his heart thudding heavily. But the only increase 
she had noted in her own pulse was caused by anxiety: she had 
let him go too far. 

She knew now that she definitely wanted him to stop, but she 
could hardly wax indignant after the way she had kissed him. 
In her efforts to test herself, she had succeeded only in arousing 
him further. : 

Breaking their embrace as gently as possible, she said softly, 
SINoeltarata: 

““Y—yes?” 

“I think we need to take some time and consider what we’re 
doing. We’re moving too fast.” 

“Too fast?” He sounded bewildered. 

“Yes. We shouldn’t let our emotions get out of control this 
way. After all, I am a lady and you are a gentleman.” 

“What?” His handsome face flushed, and he dropped his 
arms from around her. “What are you saying? I want you. . . 
I need you . . . And I thought you felt the same way about 
me.” 

“I know it was my fault,” she said hastily. “I got carried 
away for a few minutes, but I never meant for things to go this 
far.” 

“Then what did you mean?” he demanded in exasperation, 
pushing his hair back off his forehead. “I wish you’d make up 
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your mind about how you want things between us. Do you 
intend to hold me at arm’s length forever? That was all right 
when we were very young, but for two adults who intend to 
marry, I think we should have a warmer, closer relationship.” 

“But how would you feel about it in later years? Are you sure 
you wouldn’t have regrets—or worse, have doubts as to your 
wife’s virtue?” She knew that sounded priggish, but she 
couldn’t help it. 

The look he gave her was-sullen and his brief laugh bitter. 
“That’s the oldest excuse there is, Kate. The real reason is you 
think ’'m some kind of Simon Legree. If that silly woman, 
Harriet Beecher Stone, hadn’t written that maudlin book, this 
country would be better off and you’d have married me long 
since.” 

“No, no, no, that’s not true!” And it wasn’t. Her views on 
slavery had been formed long before she’d read Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin. Everyone overestimated Mrs. Stowe’s influence. People 
had eyes and consciences of their own and could judge for 
themselves what was right and wrong. They knew what was 
written in the Constitution. 

. Noel made his way back to his original seat and hauled in the 
makeshift anchor. ‘““We’d better get on back,” he said. 

“T wish you wouldn’t take it that way, Noel. I know you are 
kind to your slaves and—” 

“Right now,” he broke in sourly, “if I were home at River- 
view, I’d beat every one of them!” 

“I don’t believe that for a minute,” she said, leaning forward 
to touch his hand. 

“Then maybe you don’t know me as well as you think you 
do,” he replied. But as she raised a finger to briefly caress his 
cheek his eyes grew softer, and he turned his head to kiss her 
palm. “Well . . . maybe I did try to rush you a little.” 

She smiled gently, feeling like an awful hypocrite. 

“If there were just some certainty—if we had a date set, or if 
I had something to set my mind at rest . . .” He picked up the 
oar and dipped it into the water with a heavy sigh. 

“Dearest Noel, there is no one in the world I care more for 
than you.” And that was the truth, even if it wasn’t the whole 
truth. 

“Well, that’s better than nothing,” he said ruefully, and then 
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both were quiet as he guided the canoe back to the small dock 
where he had rented it. 


Before he left her at her uncle’s door, he said, “The general 
will be having an at home next week, so be expecting an invita- 
tion.” 

“Are you sure you’re not forcing me on him?” she asked. It 
would be fascinating to meet the man she’d heard about all her 
life, but her pleasure at that prospect was tempered by knowing 
she’d also have to meet General Scott’s other aide, that woman- 
izing Zachary Benson whom Noel considered a friend. 

“Of course not,” Noel replied. “On the contrary, General 
Scott would never forgive me if he learned that Colonel Camer- 
on’s daughter is in Washington and he wasn’t given the oppor- 
tunity to meet her.” 

“How flattering. But are you sure he really remembers my 
father?” 

Noel smiled. “If he met him at least twenty-five years ago, he 
remembers. Shall I call for you?” 

“Please do. It will give us some time alone beforehand, and 
you can bolster my courage to meet the great man.” 

“My pleasure, ma’am,” he said with an extravagant bow. 
“Tm glad you find me useful for some purpose.” 

He saiuted smartly, turned quickly, and was gone, leaving 
her to stare after him, feeling regretful and guilty at having 
caused the hurt that fueled his sarcasm. 


Joseph Cameron, senator from the sovereign state of Virginia, 
was sitting behind his large mahogany desk in his study at the 
far end of the first floor hallway when he heard his elderly black 
butler, Sam, open the front door and greet Kate. Getting to his 
feet, the tall, spare man with thinning gray hair walked down 
the maroon-carpeted hall toward his niece. 

“So that young scoundrel finally brought you home, did he?” 
Cameron said, kissing Kate on the cheek. “I suppose you had to 
listen to his secessionist blather all evening?” 

“We talked about a lot of things, Uncle Joe,” Kate said, look- 
ing from his worried face to the open door of the study from 
which lamplight spilled out into the hail. “Are you still working 
at this hour? You promised me you’d ease up.” 

The senator shrugged and. spread his hands in a gesture of 
helplessness. “How can I? I have over a hundred letters from 
constituents to answer. About a third of them are from people 
seeking jobs, another third are from supporters urging me to 
take a stronger stand for the Union, and the rest are threats on 
my life and accusations that I’ve become a Black Republican.” 

“Oh, Uncle Joe, how can they do that?’ Kate put a hand on 
his arm. “No one has given more to the party than you.” 

He sighed and smiled crookedly. ‘““That doesn’t matter to 
some people. To bé a Douglas Democrat these days is as repre- 
hensible in the eyes of tidewater gentlemen as being a Republi- 
can. The only support expressed in these letters comes from the 
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western part of the state, the Shenandoah Valley and beyond, 
written by hill people and small-town folks who do not hold 
slaves and are against the practice.” 

“But there is still-some tidewater support for the Union,” 
Kate said. 

“You'd never know it from reading my correspondence. I’m 
beginning to think my chances of being reelected are not much 
better than Mr. Douglas’s.” 

They had been walking slowly toward his office as they 
talked, and when they reached it he sank into the worn leather 
desk chair and Kate perched on the edge of a graceful Sheraton 
chair facing him. 

“If you are defeated, it will be because you dared to speak the 
truth and appeal to people’s patriotism and sense of duty.” 

“After almost three years of old Public Functionary Bu- 
chanan, I’m afraid there isn’t much patriotism left in this coun- 
try.” 

Kate heard the weariness and depression in his voice arid 
tried to distract him. “You don’t really believe that. And even 
President Buchanan has an occasional idea of worth. Noe! tells 
me he has asked General Scott to move his headquarters from 
New York to Washington.” 

“Yes, ’ve heard that, too. He’s trying to lean on the old 
man’s courage. Well, Scott has plenty of that,-but he can’t be 
expected to stiffen the backbone of a man who doesn’t have 
one.” 

“Noel also says General Scott wants to meet me.” 

Cameron smiled and seemed pleased. “I imagine he does, my 
dear. He thought the world of Duncan. Any man who dis- 
played bravery and love of country always drew and held Win- 
field Scott’s admiration.” 

“Then you don’t think Scott would be a secessionist?” 

The senator broke into. laughter. “Good God, no! He would 
be the last man to renege on his oath. Who would dare suggest 
such a thing?” 

“Noel did, and I’m sure that’s what he’s hoping and working 
for.” 

“Then he’s in for a bitter disappointment. Scott has served 
his country for nearly fifty years, and he isn’t likely to change 
his allegiance at this late date.” 
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“Did you know he’s appointed mostly Southerners to high 
Army posts?” 

“Hmm. Not a wise decision, in my opinion, and I hear that if 
worse comes to worst, he intends to offer command of the entire 
Army to Robert E. Lee.” 

Kate frowned at the implication in her uncle’s voice. “But 
surely, Uncle Joe, no man in the whole of the United States has 
the integrity of Colonel Lee.” 

Joe Cameron nodded agreement. “And we know he is op- 
posed to slavery even though he is a Virginian and from a slave- 
holding family. So perhaps General Scott knows what he’s do- 
ing.” 

“I hope so, but since I’ve been helping you here in Washing- 
ton, I’ve begun to wonder if any of our leaders have the slightest 
idea what they’re doing.” 

Her uncle grimaced. “What can you expect when the Presi- 
dent appoints men to Cabinet posts as a reward for service to 
his party?” ; 

“Isn’t that the way politics usually works?” 

“Yes, but in times like these, we cannot afford politics as 
usual. If we finally come to disunion, it will be as much the fault 
of men like Davis and Wade, on the one side, and Garrison and 
Sumner, on the other, as of our weak-kneed President. If Andy 
Jackson were still alive, none of this would be happening.” 

“Probably not,’ Kate agreed, getting up and walking over to 
a small cabinet where the senator kept glasses and a few bottles 
of liquor to serve his visitors. Uncle Joe was so tense and weary 
that she thought a brandy might help him relax. Pouring a 
hearty jolt into a crystal snifter for him and a splash into an- 
other for herself, she carried the two glasses back to his desk. 
“Shall we drink to electing a new president next year?” 

“And may the good Lord grant that the change will be in 
time and the man a source of inspiration,” he said, lifting his 
snifter to touch hers... 

The desk lamp caught the sparkling facets of the diamond- 
cut crystal and sent rainbows dancing across the piles of corre- 
spondence on the desktop as they raised their glasses to sip at 
the potent spirits. 

“Ah, well, the presidential election isn’t until next year. My 
first priority is to hold on to my Senate seat in the upcoming 
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congressional election. Will you accompany me on a swing 
through western Virginia, my dear niece?” 

Kate nodded eagerly. “Yes, Uncle Joe, I'd be happy to. It will 
be a relief to get out of Washington for a while. It’s uncomfort- 
able not knowing from day to day who is speaking to whom, or 
what the political sentiments are of the persons one has just 
been introduced to.” 

“I know,” he agreed sympathetically, “and I appreciate your 
tact and diplomacy in handling such touchy situations.” 

“Thank you. It’s getting worse since the fighting in Kansas.. 
Every time the subject comes up, I’m afraid all the men are 
reaching for their bowie knives.” 

“But surely things have settled down now that Kansas has 
been settled and Cantrell and Brown driven from the state by 
the dragoons?” 

Kate shrugged. “People still take sides. I can understand 
Brown’s fury at the way some slaves are treated, but his 
murders at Osawatomie were as unforgivable as the atrocities 
Cantrell and his like committed in the cause of slavery. I just 
wish both of them had been captured and tried instead of just 
being driven into hiding.” 

“It would have been impossible to—” A loud crash and the 
jangle of breaking giass cut him off in midsentence as a rock 
came hurtling through the window behind Cameron, grazing 
his ear and scattering the papers on his desk as it landed in their 
midst, tumbled along to the edge, and dropped onto the floor. 

“Uncle Joel Uncle Joe! Are you all right?” Kate cried in 
alarm as she rushed to his side. 

“Y—yes . . . I think so,” the senator said, rubbing his ear 
as he turned away from her to stare at the shards of glass stick- 
ing in the carpet directly under the window. “What’s going 
on?” 

He turned back in time to see Kate heading for the French 
doors that opened into the rose garden beyond the window. 
“No, Kate, no! Stay inside!” 

“But, Uncle Joe, that rock could have killed you! We cannot 
let whoever threw it get away!” 

“Kate, come back here this instant! Only a coward attacks 
like a sneak thief in the night, and such a man wouldn’t hesitate 
to attack a woman. Besides, he’s probably long gone. Come 
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help me look for the rock. I think I sew something tied around 
it.” 

Reluctantly Kate returned to the desk and helped him 
search. The almost round stone had rolled to a stop just a few 
inches from the chair she’d been sitting in. Picking it up, she 
worked the string loose and unrolled-the half sheet of foolscap 
to read its contents. 

She felt the color drain from her cheeks and silently handed 
the paper to her uncle. 

Joe Cameron took the note and read aloud the message 
printed in block letters: “DEATH TO TRAITORS OF THE SOUTH! 
UNIONISTS BEWARE!” Then he looked up into Kate’s horrified 
green eyes. “It would seem you were right, my dear. This may 
have been an attempt on my life. On the other hand, it may be 
only a warning. In any case, it’s no worse than some of the 
threats I receive every day in the mail; this one was just deliv- 
ered in a more personally menacing way to make sure I paid 
attention.” 

Kate looked toward the French doors and gestured in frus- 
tration. “We should have made some effort to catch that hood- 
lum.” 

“Now, now, my dear. No one was hurt, and there’s no point 
in rousing the servants or the neighbors at this hour. This is 
only one more indication of the growing climate of hate and 
violence.” He paused to take a swallow of brandy, staring at her 
with bleak eyes. “The time is fast approaching when there will 
be nothing but violence on both sides of these political issues 

. and then we shall have war. Civil war, war of the most 
terrible kind.” 

Kate put an arm around his shoulders. “That is why, dear 
Uncle Joe, men like you and Alexander Stephens must be re- 
elected. You can count on me to help you in any way I can.” 

He patted her hand and kissed her cheek. “Thank you, my 
dear. Now, calm down and finish your brandy and we’ll be off 
to bed.” 

“When do we leave on the campaign tour you mentioned?” 

“T haven’t set a definite date, but you’ll have plenty of time to 
meet General Scott before we leave.” 

“I am looking forward to that,’ Kate said with a weak smile 
as she returned to her chair. That broken window behind Uncle 
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Joe was hard to ignore, but she knew he wanted her to, so she 
cast about in her mind for something to say that would take his 
mind off political problems. “I do wish, though, that I could 
avoid meeting that other aide of his, a young Marine whose 
name is Zachary Benson.” 

“Oh? What have you got against him?” 

Kate hesitated. “Well . . . for one thing, Noel says he’s one 
of those men who flits from girl to girl, leaving a trail of be- 
trayed and heartbroken females in his wake. I cannot abide the 
type, and I do not understand why a woman would allow her- 
self to become involved with such a man.” 

The ghost of a twinkle broke through the worry in the sena- 
tor’s eyes. “That’s because you’ve never been swept off your 
feet, never been caught up in an emotional entanglement you 
couldn’t control. You’re very independent and do not rely on 
romance to prove your worth. Sometimes I wonder if Duncan 
was right to raise you the way he did. As for Zachary Benson, I 
hear he’s able and hardworking. I’ve never heard of his amo- 
rous escapades, but as a member of the older generation, I 
wouldn’t be privy to the gossip of his peers.” 

Kate shrugged. “It really isn’t important. I’m sure he’ll be on 
his best behavior in the general’s presence, and I’m sure I'll 
never have occasion to see him after that.” 


Four days later, Noel’s body slave, Andy, delivered a note for 
Kate and waited politely for an answer. 


Dearest Kate, 

General Scott has decided on a dinner party for six on 
Thursday next and is most insistent that I bring you. Be 
prepared to enjoy a fine meal; the general’s palate has been 
refined in the best restaurants of Paris, London, and New 
York, and despite his seventy-three years and growing infir- 
mities, he is addicted to the pleasures of the table. There 
will also be excellent wines and liqueurs served up with 
many boring stories of the heroic deeds of your host in 
1812 and 1846. 

Evening dress, of course. I will call for you at eight. 


Your loving and devoted, 
Noel 
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“Well, I, for one, will not be bored by tales of General Scott’s 
heroism,” Kate murmured to herself as she sat down to pen an 
acceptance. After she had signed and sealed it and sent her 
maid to give it to Andy, she sat rereading Noel’s note. 

It was odd how he seemed to delight in tearing down the 
reputation of his commanding general and the officers with 
whom he served. Was it because he felt guilty for planning to 
betray his oath and the Union Army if Virginia seceded? She 
didn’t know, but.to be on the safe side, she’d have to make her 
own evaluation of anyone he told her about, and that probably 
should include Zachary Benson. 

Life certainly did get complicated, she thought, then turned 
her mind to a more pleasant occupation. She had to decide 
what to wear to the general’s dinner party Thursday evening. 
Although far from being obsessed with clothes, as were many 
women her age, Kate knew their value at social gatherings. She 
also knew from having observed Charles Worth at work in Paris 
what styles looked best on her slender ‘but totally feminine fig- 
ure and what colors flattered and dramatized her golden hair 
and mint green eyes. 

For this occasion, she must choose a formal gown but not one 
as elaborate as a ball gown—one that would allow Noel to show 
her off but that was not seductive enough to pique the interest 
of his womanizing friend, and one that would be pleasing to the 
elderly officer she wanted to like and trust her. 

That was a tall order, and Kate’s smooth brow puckered in 
concentration as she crossed to the mahogany armoire where 
her evening gowns were kept. 

Looking through them, she recalled when and where she had 
purchased each. Almost all had been bought in happier times 
for her and for the country. Her mother and father and she had 
done the grand tour of Europe and spent weeks at a time in 
New York and New Orleans. In those days, her love for Noel 
had been new, and she had truly believed that he could do no 
wrong and that the passion she knew should accompany love 
would follow after marriage. 

Those had also been the days when it seemed that the contro- 
versy over slavery was likely to resolve itself as the institution 
proved economically self-defeating and the South voluntarily 
freed its indentured people, thus effectively freeing itself of the 
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thing that set it aside from most of the civilized world. Kate 
had thought that then her section of the country could become 
a new Arcadia with aristocrats ruling over happy freeholding 
peasants and spending their time and money on the cultivation 
of the arts, literature, and music. 

That obviously hadn’t happened, and her theories on love 
and marriage were probably just as flawed, Kate mused as she 
searched for just the right costume. 

The gown she finally selected was dainty, feminine, and strik- 
ing. It had a modest shawl neckline of filmiest snow white lawn 
and a fitted bodice of wide, ribbonlike deep green and white 
vertical stripes; the underskirt, of a lighter shade of green, fell 
straight down the front to a full ruffie at the bottom. The over- 
skirt was of green-sprigged dimity, caught up at intervals and 
then gathered into a bustielike effect at the back and decorated 
with a complex arrangement of green and white ribbons and 
yellow silk roses. Two swags of the lighter green draped across 
the front, one thigh high and the other lower, and became part 
of the decoration at the rear, whereas the dark green stripes at 
the sides of the bodice were continued with ribbon of the same 
color and width falling to the hemline, paralleled three quarters 
of the way down by garlands of the yellow roses and their 
leaves. On the evening of the party she would pin a real yellow 
rose at the neckline and use several more in her simple coiffure. 
Dark green silk slippers and long tight-fitting white gloves 
would complete the costume. 


On Thursday evening when Kate inspected her reflection in 
the pier glass mirror before going downstairs to join the waiting 
Noel, she was pleased with the way Lucy had piled her shim- 
mering hair into a loose upsweep into which golden rosebuds 
had been tucked and anchored in place with small gold combs. 
A plain gold locket her father had given her and gold love-knot 
ear bobs added the finishing touches to the outfit, and she was 
ready to go. 

Noel and Uncle Joe were chatting with strained politeness as 
she began to descend the staircase. The full dress uniform of 
light blue trousers and dark blue tunic with gold epaulets was 
very becoming to Noel, and because he was holding his new 
Hardy hat in his hand, his dark blond hair shone like burnished 
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gold in the soft glow of the lamps. Suddenly his ear caught the 
soft rustle of her skirts, and he raised his head to look directly 
at her. 

“Katel”’ He came quickly to the foot of the stairs, his intense 
blue gaze sweeping her from head to toe. “I swear you grow 
more beautiful with each passing day.” 

She laughed. “At any rate, like that famous belle of the Old 
South, Widow Rose O’Neal Greenhow, I should be a raving 
beauty by the time I’m thirty.” 

“You do indeed look lovely, my dear,” Uncle Joe said. ‘““Have 
a good time and please convey my best regards to General 
Scott. Now, if you’ll excuse me . . .” He nodded stiffly to Noel 
and returned to his study. 

Kate suspected he and Noel had locked horns again but let it 
pass without comment as Noel offered his arm and led her out 
to the elegant landau he had rented for the evening. 

“It’s odd that you should mention the Widow Greenhow,” 
he said. “I saw her last night in the company of the secretary of 
war. For all her many virtues and intellectual attainments, I’m 
afraid the lady will never see thirty again, nor did she ever 
possess your rare type of beauty.” 

“Why, thank you, Noel,” she said, smiling as he helped her 
into the carriage. There were times when he was just the man 
she wanted him to be. 

The driver from the livery stable turned a cheerful black face 
to inquire their destination. 

“Cruchet’s at Sixth and D streets,” Noel instructed, then 
explained to Kate. “The general has moved from the rooms he 
was renting from the mulatto Wormley on I Street to this new 
place. It’s on the ground floor, which is more suitable because 
he has such trouble dragging his corpulence up and down stairs. 
Besides, Cruchet, a French caterer, is one of the best cooks in 
Washington, and the general wants to be comfortable and enjoy 
a good table even with the Union falling apart around him.” 

“Don’t you think he has earned his ease?” 

“Well, he does. When I have to sit and listen to him ramble 
on and on, it drives me crazy. You’d think he was a combina- 
tion of Bonaparte and Frederick the Great!” 

“He’s the best we have,” she reminded him quietly. 


“ 
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“Ah, yes. As they say, we are an unmilitary people . . . ex- 
cept for the gentlemen of the South.” 

There it was again. He was so sure—they were all so sure— 
the North would never fight. If only there were some way to 
convince them that not only the North, but the West as well, 
would fight if it became necessary to preserve the Union! 

It was not, however, a topic she wanted to discuss this eve- 
ning, so while Noel expounded on the military spirit of the 
Southern aristocracy, she held her peace and looked out at the 
city. The capital never ceased to fascinate her even though it did 
fit Henry Adams’s description: “a rude colony camped in the 
forest, with some unfinished Greek temples for workrooms and 
sloughs for roads.” 

It wasn’t much wonder that Europeans were so supercilious 
about Washington. They were accustomed to capitals that were 
the rooted centers of the cultural and commercial life of their 
nations; Washington was an ideal that hadn’t yet been fulfilled. 
It was laid out to grandiose dimensions over an area extending 
from the Potomac and Anacostia rivers as far as Rock Creek on 
the west and Bounddary Street on the north. Huge sums had 
been spent on the public buildings, but they were spaced widely 
apart, and many of them were still incomplete. Rome hadn’t 
been built in a day, someone had said, but the Americans hadn’t 
succeeded in building a new Rome in the sixty years since the 
city’s founding. It was a “city of magnificent distances,” most of 
them open fields, steamy swamps, and ramshackle buildings 
interlaced by muddy paths called avenues and boulevards. . 

Kate could see most of the vaunted buildings from the car- 
riage windows—the Capitol, the General Post Office, the Patent 
Office, the Treasury, the executive mansion, and the Smithso- 
nian Institution. The Capitol was the most important with its 
classical outlines, historical paintings and statutory, and the Li- 
brary of Congress. Its great marble extension was nearing com- 
pletion after ten years of work. In the two wings, only recently 
occupied by the legislators, visitors could gaze on the splendid 
Senate Chamber and the ornate red and gold Hall of Represen- 
tatives, which many people of taste thought a bit too gaudy. 
The original dome on the building had been removed some time 
before, and there was only the wooden scaffolding and the tow- 
ering crane to mark the base of the new cast-iron dome. The 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 29 


marble steps leading up to the House and Senate hadn’t been 
installed yet, and the whole thing gave the impression of an 
uncompleted masterpiece. 

At the corner of Seventh and F Street were the Post Office 
and the Patent Office, set diagonally across from each other. 
The Post Office, unfortunately, had been built on such a grand 
scale that it obscured the view from the Capitol along Pennsyl- 
vania Avenue to the executive mansion, which had been. 
planned to be one of the inspiring sights of the city. 

“It’s like everything else in our Republic,” she said, “in- 
tended to be perfect but never quite achieving the dream.” 

Noel pauséd in midsentence and looked at her. “I beg your 
pardon? What did you say?” 

“I was just remarking that it’s a shame the Post Office blocks 
the view from the Capitol to the White House,” she replied, 
knowing he wouldn’t appreciate her aesthetic musings. 

Noel shrugged. “It hardly matters since Buchanan had a red 
brick barn built’ on the White House grounds that would block 
the view anyway. And besides, it would turn a decent-man’s 
stomach to see the mansion and know it was occupied by such a 
disgusting example of Pennsylvania rabble as James Bu- 
chanan.” 

“With everything he’s done for the South, I would expect you 
to admire him,” she couldn’t resist saying. 

“One can never admire rabble,” he answered smugly, then 
added, “Oh, by the way, Senator Harrington and his simpering 
spouse will be joining us for dinner.” 

“Oh? I thought you said the other aide would be there . . . 
That Lieutenant Benson you spoke of.” The words had barely 
left her lips when she wished she had swallowed them. Why had 
she asked—or even mentioned the man’s name? 

“Oh, he will be, but since he’ll be going on duty later in the 
evening, he will not have his latest conquest with him.” 

Noel didn’t seem in the least perturbed by her question, and 
Kate sighed with relief. She didn’t want to arouse his jealousy, 
especially when she wasn’t the least bit interested in his fellow 
officer. How could she be, after hearing what a cad he was? 
Still, maybe she had been intrigued by Noel’s remarks about 
women finding Benson irresistible. But why? Did she want to 
test her powers of resistance against those of other females who 
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had fallen under his spell? She hoped she wasn’t becoming a 
self-righteous prig convinced of her own moral superiority. But 
whatever the reason, she had to admit that the prospect of 
meeting Zachary Benson lent a certain piquant touch to the 
evening ahead. 





Cruchet’s place at Sixth and D streets was a conventional two 
story yellow brick residence set in a row of look-alike houses. A 
young stable boy helped Kate alight and took charge of the rig, 
leading the horses around to the side. 

The door was. opened by a tall, almost bald colored man 
wearing white gloves, a black cutaway coat, and a string tie. He 
was the epitome of an English butler, carrying himself with 
dignity and hauteur as he bowed Kate and Noel into a large 
parlor. 

“Good evening, Lieutenant Philips, Miss Cameron,” he in- 
toned. “The general is awaiting you in his sitting room with 
Lieutenant Benson. Senator and Mrs. Harrington have not ar- 
rived yet.” 

Noel nodded curtly and handed him Kate’s white silk shawl. 

Kate looked around at the walls covered with pictures, maps, 
and books. Through an open doorway to the left, a heavy round 
oak dining table could be seen. Spread with a snowy damask 
cloth, it was set for six, the crystal glasses sparkling and the 
heavy silverware gleaming in the golden glow from an elaborate 
silver chandelier whose crystal pendants added even more shim- 
mer and shine. 

The majordomo led them through an archway at the far end 
of the parlor into the sitting room. and announced their arrival. 
Kate looked at the enormous man sitting in an oversized rock- 
ing chair, dressed in the uniform of the United States Army at 
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the time of the Mexican War, and knew it had to be Lt. Gen. 
Winfield Scott, commanding general of the present-day Army, 
the only man since George Washington to be honored with that 
exalted rank. Scott had once stood six feet four and a quarter 
inches in height, but now, dropsical, he bore little resemblance 
to the numerous portraits that stared down from the walls. 

Directly above his chair was a picture of him as a brigadier 
when he had defeated the British at Chippewa and Lundy’s 
Lane; to his right was one as major general at the time Andrew 
Jackson sent him to South Carolina to take personal command 
of the national troops during the nullification troubles and to 
deliver a message to the governor, threatening to hang him if he 
attempted to take his state out of the Union; to his left was a 
depiction of an already aging major general who had landed an 
army at Vera Cruz and marched inland to Mexico City, a feat 
that amazed Europe, before storming the heights of Chapulte- 
pec. 

As Kate’s eyes dropped from the portraits, Winfield Scott 
stirred, and the tall, black-haired young man standing beside his 
chair immediately leaned down to help him rise. 

“General Scott,” Noel said formally when the old man was 
on his feet, “I would like to present Miss Kate Cameron.” 

“Ah, Miss Kate,” Winfield Scott rumbled, leaning heavily on 
the arm of his aide as he shuffled forward a few steps. 

Kate noticed that he was wearing carpet slippers with the 
light blue uniform, which was adorned with large epaulets, gold 
buttons, and an embroidered tunic. It struck her suddenly that . 
the man upon whom the nation was depending to save the Re- 
public was very old and somewhat feeble. 

He bent his white head over her hand with true Southern 
gallantry. “My dear girl, did you know your brave-as-a-lion 
leatherneck father stormed Chapultepec on my orders and then 
laughed at me when I had to ask the Army instead of the Ma- 
rines to carry him down after his leg was shattered?” 

“Yes, sir,” Kate replied, smiling at him warmly. “My father 
never ceased to speak of you, General. He held you in the high- 
est regard as a man and as a strategist. He often compared you 
with Napoleon.” 

“Did he, now?” Scott beamed with pleasure. “Ah, but you 
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must not say such things in front of these young scoundrels. 
They think I am ready too arrogant about my past.” 

Noel only smiled politely, but the other aide said quickly, 
“General Scott, no one could overestimate what you’ve done in 
the service of your country.” 

“Ah, you young rascal!” Scott replied, but Kate noticed he 
squeezed Benson’s arm appreciatively before turning back to 
her. “You see why I keep these Southern scamps around, Miss 
Kate? They flatter my ego, so I put up with them even though 
they are trying to subvert my allegiance to the nation.”. 

“I merely point out, sir, that an officer owes his first loyalty 
to his native state,” Noel said. 

Scott’s rheumy eyes flashed. “Well, it’s hopeless to try to 
convince me of that, young sir! I have served this country for 
fifty some years under James Madison, James Monroe, John 
Quincy Adams, and Andrew Jackson, among others, and all of 
them would turn over in their graves if the thought ever entered 
their heads that Winfield Scott could be other than loyal to the 
Stars and Stripes!” 

Noel had the grace to look a bit sheepish at this display of the 
old man’s indomitable spirit, and whatever else might have been 
said on that subject was left unspoken as Zachary Benson asked 
quietly, “Isn’t anyone going to introduce me to the lovely young 
lady?” 

“Of course,” Noel said stiffly, putting an arm around Kate 
possessively. “Kate, may I present Lt. Zachary Benson of the 
United States Marines?” 

Kate looked directly at the man for the first time, her green 
eyes coolly noting his lean, hard body, the shock of jet black 
hair brushed back from his high forehead, the dancing dark 
eyes, and the wide curving lips that she was sure could just as 
easily curl into mockery as into the winning smile they now 
displayed. ; 

“Lieutenant Benson,” she replied in acknowledgment of the 
introduction as she extended a hand. 

“A pleasure indeed, Miss Cameron,” he murmured, taking 
her hand and clasping it too tightly and for a few seconds too 
long before raising it to his lips in the customary gesture, his 
intense gaze never leaving her face. Without doing. anything 
more than politeness required, he managed to give her the dis- 
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tinct impression that this was a much more intimate salute than 
custom decreed. 

Kate’s fingertips tingled at the touch, and she had a strong 
impulse to snatch her hand away, but as though sensing her 
alarm, Benson released her fingers and stepped back to his place 
beside the general. 

The majordomo reappeared just then to announce the arrival 
of Senator and Mrs. Harrington. 

“Good!” Scott said, rubbing his hands together. “Show them 
in, Lucas, and serve the apertif immediately.” 

The man nodded and left as silently as he had entered, and 
Scott turned to Kate. “And now, my dear, you shall hear three 
different views of an argument. On one side, we have these two 
Southern firebrand aides of mine; in the middle, Harrington, a 
mugwump who could probably have seen two sides to the assas- 
sination of Julius Caesar and the crucifixion of Jesus Christ; and 
‘myself at the other extreme, believing like that young scamp 
Stephen Decatur, ‘Our country! In her intercourse with foreign 
nations may she always be in the right; but our country, right or 
wrong!’ ”” 

Kate smiled, agreeing with the “young scamp” who was long 
in his grave. 

Senator Harrington was a tall, thin, rather pompous man, 
who, as Scott predicted, seemed incapable of taking a definite 
stand on any issue from the current crisis over slavery to 
whether the steamboat would ever replace sailing ships except 
on rivers. His wife was just the opposite—a tiny, voluble 
woman with opinions on everything from the crinoline, which 
she adored, to the novels of Sir Walter Scott, which she de- 
plored even while admitting they were much too long for her to 
read. 

“It is not from lack of trying,” she assured them. “I do be- 
lieve I have started Kenilworth half a dozen times, but I cannot 
get past page three. Do you read much, General Scott?” 

“Not as much as I used to,” he replied, “and lately it is 
mostly Gibbon and Motley.” 

“Oh? What are their novels about?” the lady inquired 
brightly, causing Zachary Benson, who had taken a chair next 
to Kate’s while they were having the apertif, to make a stran- 
gled sound in his throat. 
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“Gibbon wrote about Roman history, and Motley describes 
Dutch efforts to end Spanish rule in the Netherlands,” Scott 
said without the slightest hint in his voice that he thought the 
woman a fool. 

Kate wondered why he had bothered inviting the couple, and 
as though reading her thoughts, Benson leaned toward her 
slightly and said under cover of the general conversation, “Har- 
rington is on the Armed Services Committee of the Senate, so a 
little diplomacy seemed to be in order.” 

Kate glanced at him sharply, annoyed at his presumption, 
and then turned slightly in her chair so that she was facing 
more toward Noel, who sat on her other side. She was annoyed 
even further to hear Benson chuckle at the silent rebuff. 

Dinner was served the moment the last sip of wine was swal- 
lowed, and Scott himself took charge of the seating arrange- 
ments. “Miss Kate, please sit here on my right. Lieutenant 
Philips, on my left. Mrs. Harrington, will you please be seated 
next to Lieutenant Philips? Senator, I’d like you directly oppo- 
site me. And Lieutenant Benson, that leaves you between Sena- 
tor Harrington and Miss Cameron.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Benson said with a broad grin. “I’m sure I 
will find it a delightful place to be.” 

Noel glared at him. ““Now, see here, Benson. Don’t get any 
ideas—” 

“Ideas? Ideas about what?” the general interrupted impa- 
tiently. “Come along, Philips. Take your seat and talk to Ben- 
son later. Right now, it’s time to eat.” 

“Yes, sir,” Noel muttered, and turned to hold the chair for 
Mrs. Harrington while she maneuvéfed her wide mauve satin 
skirts into place and seated herself, his jealous gaze fixed on 
Zack, who was performing the same’ service for Kate. 

Scott waited until they were all settled and then gave the 
signal to the majordomo for the serving to begin. 

The meal proved to be a gastronomical experience not easily 
surpassed or forgotten. It began with a delicious lobster bisque, 
‘which was followed by a salad of tender hearts of lettuce topped 
with a tangy dressing that was quite pleasant to the palate after 
the rich creaminess of the soup. Then platters were brought to 
the table, each laden with a different entrée—crisp roast duck- 
ling a la orange, a rare standing rib roast of beef, Virginia ham 
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sliced paper-thin. These were accompanied by bowls of pars- 
leyed new potatoes, tiny peas and pearl onions in a delicate 
cream sauce, and candied yams. Baskets of hot biscuits and 
cornbread were offered along with sweet creamery butter and 
combs of honey. 

And through it all, Kate was acutely aware of Zachary Ben- 
son’s oddly disturbing presence, his admiring glances, and 
Noel’s growing resentment. Flattering as it was to be the focus 
of attention of two such handsome young men, she found it 
more exasperating than enjoyable. Noel had no right to be jeal- 
ous since she was not responding with more than what common 
courtesy demanded to his friend’s compliments and mildly flir- 
tatious remarks, and Benson was entirely out of line in using 
such tactics if he knew that Noel was seriously interested in her. 
And surely he must know. If Noel hadn’t actually told him, he 
certainly could tell from Noel’s actions. Perhaps this was the 
kind of thing Noel had meant when he said his colleague was 
not a gentleman. 

The general devoured everything with a gusto that belied his 
years, but the piéce de résistance as far as he was concerned 
seemed to be the individual casseroles of terrapin. This he sa- 
vored with slow, deliberate appreciation, glancing up at his 
guests from time to time to remark on the method of preparing 
the succulent tortoise. 

“No flour, mind you, not so much as a teaspoonful. Ah, this 
is the most delicious morsel vouchsafed by a kind Providence to 
mankind.” 

“Do you really think so?” Mrs. Harrington asked, grimacing 
after taking her first bite. 

General Scott lowered his fork, looking as though he were 
counting to ten to keep from saying something he might regret. 
Then he nodded and said evenly, “Ah, well, I suppose not ev- 
eryone enjoys it as much asI do.” - 

Turning his attention away from her immediately, he en- 
gaged her husband in a spirited discussion of the military bud- 
get. 

Unperturbed, Mrs. Harrington turned to Noel and began 
chattering happily about the light and delicate pastries served at 
the last monthly tea held for congressional wives. Noel had no 
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choice but to listen and make polite responses when they were 
called for. 

“Well, that was a close one,” Zachary said to Kate. “The 
general is not usually so reticent about defending his opinion 
when someone disagrees with him.” 

“T’m sure he’s not,” Kate said, “but if he’s trying to sway the 
senator in his favor, as you said, he’d be foolish to insult the 
man’s wife.” 

“Aha, so the beautiful lady is also wise,” he replied, his vel- 
vety dark brown eyes alight with a glimmer of something she 
couldn’t identify. “That is indeed a powerful combination. Most 
young ladies never seem to consider the motives behind what 
people say or do.” 

Kate smiled in spite of herself. “I’m afraid, Lieutenant Ben- 
son, that I was not raised like most young ladies. My father 
taught me to reason and think things through so that I could 
figure out in advance what the results of certain actions might 
be and thus avoid impulsively doing or saying things I might 
afterward regret.” 

“How unusual. What was he trying to do—make another 
Abigail Adams out of you? Didn’t he know that intelligent 
women are always suspect?” 

“He would have considered that idea nonsense. I was his 
only child and he wanted the best for me, so he taught and 
trained me like—” 

“Like the son he never had,” he finished for her. 

“Not exactly,” she said crisply, her green eyes flashing. “And 
it really is no concern of yours, Lieutenant.” ~ 

He apologized at once. “Forgive me, Miss Cameron. I meant 
no offense. I was not criticizing your father or you. I think 
intelligence is an admirable trait in a woman.” He reached out 
and touched her hand. 

Again Kate felt the same strange tingle as when he’d taken 
her hand on being introduced. It was not unpleasant, but it 
frightened her, and this time she broke the contact by pulling 
her hand away. 

The tension between them receded as one of the servers 
reached to remove the terrapin course, and Kate took the op- 
portunity to return her attention to what the general was say- 
ing. 
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They were having dessert and coffee, when a sharp rapping 
was heard at the outer door. The general nodded at Lucas, and 
the man went to see who was there. In a moment he returned to 
bend over Scott and discreetly inform him of the caller’s iden- 
tity. 

“Blast! Can’t they leave me alone to finish my dinner?” the 
old man grumbled. “Bring the officer in, Lucas, and offer him a 
glass of wine while I read the dispatch he brought.” 

A young, travel-stained lieutenant of dragoons entered the 
room, handed a sealed envelope to Scott, and gratefully ac- 
cepted the glass of sherry Lucas poured for him. 

After reading the communication, General Scott looked from 
one to the other of his aides. “It is from Governor Walker in 
Kansas.” Then he turned to the newly arrived officer. “Why 
didn’t the governor send this by telegraph?” 

“Sir, the governor doesn’t feel that he can trust the confiden- 
tiality of the telegraph lines, or even the mail service, in Kansas. 
Many of the the Free Soilers and the States Righters have been 
destroying the telegraph stations and interfering with the mail. 
Everyone seems to be following in the footsteps of men like 
John Brown.and Quantrell. They’re proposing to settle the mat- 
ter with guns instead of ballots. Southern partisans are swarm- 
ing across the border from Missouri,-.and rifles are being 
shipped in by Northern ministers such as Henry Ward Bee- 
cher.” 

“They’ve gone that far, have they? Well, there’s no help for it. 
I shall have to see the President and the secretary of war to- 
night. The governor has asked for at least two more regiments 
of dragoons to help him put down this rebellion. Where am I to 
get two more regiments of dragoons? Even with one regiment of 
mounted rifies to help them, they are scattered too thinly along 
the frontier as it is. I shall have to give President Buchanan the 
same advice I gave Andy Jackson in 1832; that the Southern 
forts must be strongly garrisoned even if it means calling in 
troops from the frontier. The states will have to be asked to 
provide troops until we can expand our miniature army.” 

“You went to South Carolina yourself to handle the matter 
then, General,” Zachary Benson said. “Perhaps President Bu- 
chanan will ask you to take personal command in Kansas.” . 

Scott shook his head. “No. I’m not the man I was in ’thirty- 
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two. Someone else will have to go this time . . . perhaps Colo- 
nel Lee, if the President can be prevailed upon to make such a 
move. Yes, I must see him tonight. Lieutenant Philips, you will 
accompany me.” 

“Me, sir?” Noel asked. “Zack can do that as well as I, and I 
must see Miss Cameron home.” 

The general gave him a stern look. “Lieutenant Benson can- 
not handle an Army matter. Blast it, Philips, I can’t have a 
blooming seagoing bellhop tagging after me when the Army is 
in trouble. I must be accompanied by a soldier. Benson can see 
Miss Cameron home.” 

Kate opened her mouth to protest, but Benson spoke first. “I 
would be glad to accompany you and pretend I am a soldier, 
sir.” 

“What’s this? You, a fearless Marine, turning fainthearted at 
the prospect of seeing a lady home?’’ 

“Oh, no, sir, not at all,” Zack said, flashing Kate a smile. “I 
would consider it an honor if the lady would permit me to 
escort her.” 

“Then it’s settled. Lieutenant Philips, I may have to ask you 
to travel to Kansas. I want to squash any ideas the acting gover- 
nor has about immediate reinforcements. You are the only staff 
member available, since Colonel Keyes is already in Kansas on 
a tour of inspection.” 

“General, may I point out that I am available,” Zack said, 
“and . . . unencumbered.” 

. Scott’s eyebrows shot upward. “Unencumbered? I’d have 
half the young fillies in Washington in a state of hysteria if I 
sent you out of the city. And may I remind you again that this 
is an Army affair? When it comes to liaison with the Navy 
Department, I shali call on you, never fear.” 

Benson nodded. “Very well, sir. Then with Miss Cameron’s 
permission, I shall be happy to see her home.” 

Kate looked at the ruggedly handsome face and slightly 
mocking dark eyes with their glints of gold. Intuition and com- 
mon sense told her to decline, but she didn’t want to make more 
of the situation than it seemed to warrant, so she said only, 
“Thank you.” 

Scott conferred with Noel briefly and then looked up to tell 
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the dragoon officer where he could find food and lodging for the 


night. 
Under cover of their voices, Kate said to Benson, “If there is 
a possibility of one of your .. . uh, friends . . . misunder- 


standing, Lieutenant, I am quite capable of getting home by 
myself. I’m sure Lucas could find me a hack.” 

“Why, I wouldn’t dream of letting you do that, Miss Cam- 
eron. I wouldn’t want my grandmother traveling alone in this 
city, much less a beautiful young woman like you.” 

“T assure you I can take care of myself.” 

“So can my grandmother,” he said, laughing. “She carries a 
Derringer in her reticule and a stiletto in her garter. But you 
have to consider my sensibilities in the matter.” 

“Why should I?” she asked bluntly. “You mean nothing to 
me.” 

He winced. “Fair enough. Well, then think of my honor. How. 
would it look if it became known that my general had asked me 
to see the daughter of an old comrade in arms to her home and 
I refused? I’'d become the laughingstock of the whole Marine 
Corps.” | 

“Oh, it’s your honor as a Marine you’re concerned about, not 
your honor as a gentleman.” She didn’t know why she was 
trying to bait him, except that he disturbed her like no man ever 
had. Having lived a well-ordered life, she didn’t like not being 
in complete control of her emotions, and the challenge and 
demand in his gold-flecked dark eyes were throwing her off 
balance. 

Those eyes had narrowed at her reference to his honor as a 
gentleman, but now he laughed, took a sip of wine, and said ina 
mock-scolding voice, “One should never believe derogatory sto- 
ries about a person one has never met.” 

The general chose that moment to return his attention to his 
guests. “Please, there is no need to rush. We shall have a brandy 
and more coffee before I leave. Senator, will you go to the secre- 
tary of war with me? I could use your support to back up my 
demand that the garrisons of all Southern forts be augmented.” 

Harrington hesitated. “Well, you see, General Scott, I—” 

“You do agree with me on this issue, do you not? As a former 
Whig, like myself, surely you put the Union ahead of any of its 
separate parts?” 
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“Of course I support the Union, but I am not sure whether 
we should reinforce the forts. It could be viewed as a provoca- 
tive action.” 

“We could also wake up one morning faced with a fait ac- 
compli and Southern militia in control of every fort from New- 
port to Corpus Christi.” 

Harrington spread his hands and shrugged. “It is all one 
country, is it not, General?” 

“Today it is, but only God: knows what it might be tomorrow. 
If the Republican candidate should win the presidency, the 
Deep South’s talk of seceding may become reality.” 

“They talked of secession before the last two elections, and 
nothing too terrible has happened.” 

“Ah, but the Democrats put forward Franklin Pierce and 
James Buchanan, both Northerners who view all matters from 
the South’s point of view. The Southerners had nothing to rebel 
against.” 

Everyone at the table knew the reference to Pierce was very 
personal. As the last standard bearer of the dying Whig party, 
he had run for president against Pierce in 1852 and been over- 
whelmingly defeated by the nonentity from New Hampshire, 
mainly because Pierce supported slavery. In disgust, the general 
had moved his headquarters to New York and returned only 
when Buchanan, faced with problems he was incapable of han- 
dling, had pleaded with him to return. 

“This time,” Noel said into the awkward silence, “1 think 
everyone should understand that the South is serious. Our 
grievances are such that only the election of a president of our 
choice, supported by a House and Senate that will grant us our 
rights, will be acceptable. Otherwise, there will be Separation. 
Make no mistake about that.” 

“That would mean civil war,” Kate said. 

“Not at all,” Noel responded quickly. “It would be perfectly 
within reason for the states to peaceably dissolve the ties that 
bind them. Whether that will happen is up to the North, not the 
South.” 

“Preserving the Union under the conditions you propose 
might not be considered worth the trouble,” Kate said. 

“Hear, hear, Miss Kate!” General Scott applauded. ‘Hear, 
hear!” 
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Senator Harrington cleared his throat. “I see no reason why 
the errant sisters could not depart in peace.” 

“Yes, we must keep the peace at all costs,” his wife agreed. 
“There is no need to get into a national squabble over slavery.” 

“T think it would be more than a squabble,” Noel said with a 
scowl. 

“Not really,” the senator said. “A modest summer campaign 
would suffice for the government to reassert its sovereignty over 
any part of the nation.” 

Noel’s face turned scarlet, and Kate feared for a moment that 
he was going to leap from his chair and assault the man or 
challenge him-to a duel, but the general spoke before that could 
happen, his voice heavy with portent. 

“Never believe that for even a moment, sir. If war comes, it 
will be no summer lark. It will be a disaster that will try our 
souls as nothing has since the Revolution. It will not be over 
quickly, no matter what you hear to the contrary. It will be a 
long, bloody conflict and will not end for at least three, perhaps 
four, years.” 

His tone as much as his words silenced everyone, and Kate 
felt the icy hand of fear clutch at her heart. 

“However,” Scott went on in a more normal tone, looking at 
each of his aides in turn as though to make sure they under- 
stood him, “it is our duty, especially those of us in the military, 
to see that the tragedy does not occur. And now, I must be off 
to beard the secretary of war in his den and try to make that 
born and bred Southerner understand how vital it is to preserve 
the Union by mobilizing troops now.” 

Both Noel and Zack went to the old man to help him rise. 
Kate got to her feet and looked around the table. Raising her 
glass, she said, ‘Before we leave, I would like to propose a toast 
to Gen. Winfield Scott, the nation’s hero, who is still her best 
hope!” 

“Thank you, my dear,” Scott said, his eyes misting as the 
others raised their glasses. ““Words like that are always more 
welcome from a lovely lady.” 

“Tt is the tribute beauty owes to courage, sir,” Lieutenant 
Benson said. 

Kate’s eyes met his and saw something smoldering in their 
depths that hadn’t been there before and had nothing to do with 
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what had just been said. Her pulse began to race as a wave of 
apprehension swept through her. 

Then they were all leaving the table, the general sending Lu- 
cas to order his chaise and the Harringtons adjourning to the 
sitting room to confer with each other. Zack strolled on into the 
parlor, leaving Noel and Kate alone. 

“Damn the old man,” Noel growled. “Why does he have to 
butt in and give advice where it’s not wanted and drag me along 
with him? I was looking forward to spending a couple of hours 
alone with you after we left here.” 

“Perhaps we can do that tomorrow evening.” 

“If he packs me off to Kansas I don’t know when I’ll be able 
to see you again.” 

“Oh, that’s right. Well, let me know if you have to go.” She 
gave him her cheek to kiss but drew back hastily when she saw 
Benson watching them from the doorway with an amused grin 
on his face. 

“Excuse me, old man,” he said to Noel, “but the general 
asked me to inform you he’s ready to leave.” 

Noel scowled but took Kate’s arm and followed him. 

Harrington walked over to Scott, saying, “I think I’ll go with 
you after all, General, but mind you, I’ve not made up my mind 
about the advisability of reinforcements for the forts.” 

Scott smiled and took his arm. “Perhaps I can convince you 
on the way. Come along, Lieutenant Philips. Miss Kate, I am 
pleased and honored to have finally made your acquaintance, 
and I hope to see you again soon.” 

“Thank you, sir. It is | who am honored,” Kate replied. “I 
have heard about you all my life and I was delighted to meet 
you. Good luck on your mission tonight. I hope the President 
and the secretary heed your advice.” 

_ Scott bowed over her hand again. “Thank you. Benson, you 
take good care of this young lady. I’m rather fond of her, you 
know.” 

“Yes, sir,’ Zachary said respectfully. ““You can count on me, 
sir.” 

Lucas reappeared to say that the general’s carriage was wait- 
ing, the Harrington coachman was bringing their vehicle 
around, and Lieutenant Benson’s rig was almost ready. 

After Scott and his two companions had driven off and Mrs. 
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Harrington had departed, Zachary draped Kate’s white silk 
shawl around her shoulders, his cheek brushing her hair. 

“Umm, you smell as sweet as honeysuckle,” he murmured 
near her ear. 

“Roses, you mean. Those are real ones tucked in my hair,” 
she said. matter-of-factly. The tension was building between 
them again, but she was determined to stay calm and unruffied. 

“No, it’s not honeysuckle . . . or roses,” he said, sniffing 
again. “I suspect it is your own enchanting natural scent, Kate 
Cameron.” 





A stable boy brought around a cabriolet, and with a bow, Zach- 
ary helped Kate up into it, then climbed up beside her- 

Taking in the luxurious leather seat and fine appointments 
adorning the interior of the vehicle, Kate asked, “Is this fine rig 
yours, Lieutenant?” 

He laughed. “In a way. It’s my grandmother’s, but she got 
into the deplorable habit of racing it down Pennsylvania Ave- 
nue in contests with various young blades and scandalizing the 
congressional ladies, so I was called in by the family to prevail 
upon her to give me custody of it lest she injure herself.” 

Kate looked at him closely, trying to determine whether he 
was speaking seriously or tongue in cheek. “You mentioned 
your grandmother earlier, but I assumed she was purely fic- 
tional.” 

“Did you?” He glanced at her in what seemed like surprise. 

“Isn’t she?” 

“Not entirely, but I have been known to exaggerate her foi- 
bles and eccentricities.” 

Kate turned her head so he couldn’t see her smile. At the 
very least, he was unpredictable and outrageous—really rather 
amusing—but she didn’t intend to let him know she thought so. 
There was no point in encouraging him to think they could 
become friends. The less they saw of each other, the better. She 
distrusted her reaction to his engaging smile, his sultry glances, 
and the very fact of his nearness. Having been forewarned of his 
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supposedly irresistible charm, she was resolved to keep her 
guard up, but she had not expected, and did not know how to 
deal with, his strangely compelling physical aura. It drew her 
like a magnet, and it was rather frightening. 

Why should she have any feelings at all toward a total 
stranger? How could she explain the fact that she found it diffi- 
cult to force excitement with Noel and yet her heart pounded 
furiously at Zachary’s most casual touch? 

“Come on, boy,” he was urging the horse as they turned off 
Sixth Street. “Settle into a nice steady pace so I can talk to the 
pretty lady, who, by the way, has not given me her address.” 

“Oh!” Kate said, startled. “Sorry. I’m so used to Noel’s 
knowing where I live that I forgot.” She gave him the street and 
number and then added, “I live with my uncle, Senator Joseph 
Cameron.” 

Zack flashed her a smile. ‘I see. Now, tell me, how did you 
meet Noel Philips and how well do you know him?” 

“You mean he hasn’t told you?” she asked in surprise. She 
had been so certain that Noel had explained their relationship 
in detail. ““Noel and I have known each other forever. We were 
practically raised together.” 

Zachary laughed as though delighted. “Like brother and sis- 
ter? Good! No woman ever falls in love with her brother.” 

“That’s not what I meant,” she said, feeling a little confused 
by his comment. “We grew up on adjoining plantations.” 

He whistled and shook his head. “My, my. I didn’t realize I 
was hobnobbing with the aristocracy.” 

She looked at him questioningly. “You’re from Mississippi, 
aren’t you? You must have been raised on a plantation, too.” 

“No, I wasn’t. My father is in the shipping business in 
Natchez. Does that make me bourgeois in the eyes of the 
planter class?” ' 

She met his mocking gaze levelly. “My father, despite his 
background, was a Jeffersonian Democrat and taught me to be 
one. I do not believe in social class any more than I believe in 
slavery. Neither has any place in a free democratic society.” 

“Hear, hear!” he said, but the mockery did not leave his eyes. 
“But exactly what do those fine words mean, Miss Cameron? 
That no social gap exists between us?” 

“As far as ’m concerned, none exists.” 
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“Good! Then I presume it is all right for me to tell you that 
you are the most attractive woman I have ever met.” 

“Is that your standard opening gambit?” she asked tartly. “T 
should think an experienced roué would have a more subtle 
approach.” 

“So you have been listening to idle gossip about me. I sus- 
pected as much. Well, as long as you think I’m a roué, I might 
as well act like one.” 

He reached across the seat and pulled her over to him, his 
arm encircling her waist and his lips seeking hers. 

“No!” she gasped, her heart hammering in her breast. 

“Oh, yes, Kate Cameron,” he muttered, and his warm mouth 
covered hers, his firm lips caressing hers with such passion that 
she started to tremble. 

In a panic she tore her mouth from his, turning her head to 
the side to gulp for air. His arm tightened and his lips traced a 
fiery line along her jaw and down the side of her neck to the 
wild pulse ieaping in the hollow of her throat. 

“Oh, please’. . . please . . . don’t,” Kate begged, afraid of 
the rising tide of emotion flooding through her. 

Slowly, and with obvious reluctance, Zachary lifted his head 
and looked at her. She stared back at him, her green eyes enor- 
mous, and thought how singularly handsome he was. His 
deeply tanned face was all planes and angles in this light, his 
dark eyes blazing through sooty lashes under thick black brows, 
a raven’s wing of hair spilling across his forehead. 

_ “Oh, Kate, you lovely green-eyed dryad, I’ve been wanting to 
do that ever since you waiked into the general’s sitting room on 
Noel’s arm.” , 

“And what about what I want?” she demanded, taking refuge 
in anger. “I do not recall, sir, giving you any reason to think I 
wanted to be kissed.” 

He seemed to consider her words seriously. “No . . . no, I 
don’t believe you did. It was entirely my own idea. But you 
were asking for something with your haughtiness and your dis- 
paraging remarks about my... ah... friendships with 
other members of your sex. You’re right, however—it wasn’t a 
kiss you deserved but a good old-fashioned paddling to teach’ 
you some manners. In fact, ’'ve a good mind to—” 

“Don’t you dare!” she hissed, retreating to the far side of the 
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seat. “And may I remind you, sir, that we are on a public 
thoroughfare in an open conveyance!” 

“Oh, it’s privacy you want, is it?” he taunted. “In that case, 
PH just pull up under those chestnut trees, and we can continue 
our discussion there.” 

“Don’t! -There’s nothing to discuss. You were asked to take 
me home, and I’ll thank you to do so without further delay or 
conversation.” 

He pulled on the reins and clucked to the sorrel stallion, 
guiding him under the spreading branches. 

“Lieutenant Benson, did you hear me? I said you were to—” 

“T heard what you said, sweet Kate, but I cannot let you 
vanish from my life so quickly.” He turned toward her in the 
deeper darkness, pulling her into his arms. Before she realized 
his intentions, his mouth swooped down to capture hers in an- 
other burning kiss. 

Kate put her hands on his shoulders, intending to push him 
away and found that she couldn’t. Against her will, she felt her 
lips returning the kiss with a hesitant passion. He made a 
pleased sound deep in his throat, and as desire swept through 
them one kiss blended into another and still another. Kate’s 
head was spinning, her senses swirling crazily as a melting, 
honeyed languor spread throughout her body. Her arms slid up 
around his neck, her hands stroking the back of his head, her 
fingers running through his thick wavy hair. 

Barely aware of what she was doing, she let him pull her 
closer to him, her breasts pressing against his broad chest. She 
could feel the slightly scratchy wool of his uniform, the hard 
metal buttons pressing into her soft flesh, the texture of his skin 
and hair under her fingertips, and all of it excited her wildly. 

His lips released hers briefly, and he whispered close to her 
ear, “Kate ... Kate... you are so lovely . . . Your lips 
are so soft and trusting and tender. You are driving me mad.” 

She wanted to say something but couldn’t for fear of destroy- 
ing the lovely languid yet vibrantly alive feeling that had blos- 
somed inside her. 

His voice deepened to a husky whisper. “I think I’m falling in 
love with you, Kate.” 

His words almost snapped her out of her madness. She was 
sure he said them to every female he seduced. Why would he 
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treat her any differently than the rest? It was all a game to him, 
a means of drawing his victim deeper into enchantment. Why 
was she allowing this notorious rogue to entrap her? 

Then he was kissing her again, pressing his hands flat against 
her back so she could feel the strength of the fingers holding 
her. She resented the sensation that flooded through her, but 
she was helpless to keep from returning his kisses with as much 
passion as he was putting into them. : 

He raised his head and looked down at her. “You are amaz- 
ing.” 

“Wh—what do you m—mean?” she managed to stammer. 

“That you are totally without coquetry, so straightforward 
and so intensely responsive.” 

She felt a rush of heat to her face and was grateful for the 
darkness that hid her blush. What must he be thinking? With 
sudden resolution, she tried to pull away from him. “You man- 
age to bring out the worst in me.” 

“Worst?” He chuckled. “My darling Kate, I thought it was 
the best. At first I thought you didn’t like me, but—” 

“TI don’t like you,” she blurted as she pulled further away 
from him. “Nor do I trust you.” 

“Why not?” 

“You are too glib, too sure of yourself, too confident of your 
power over women.” 

Instead of laughing as she expected, he said, “But I’m not. 
My grandmother thinks I’m rather inept with women. Of 
course, she still has men running after her at the age of eighty. 
Did I tell you she knew George Washington?” 

“No. And next, I suppose, you’re going to tell me he was 
madly in love with her?” 

This time he did laugh. “No, old George was an honorable 
man and rather dismayed by her flirting and lollygagging. Be- 
sides, she was only fourteen then and he was approaching 
sixty.” 

“How fascinating,” Kate said, not believing a word of the 
preposterous story. “She must have seen the history of our 
country unroll before her very own eyes.” 

“Yes, from almost the beginning,” he replied, then added 
somberly, “I hope she doesn’t also see the end of it.” 

Kate shivered at the dread possibility and wondered about 
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his politics. He hadn’t said much during the discussion at the 
dinner table, but this didn’t sound like the sentiment of a dedi- 
cated secessionist. 

But that wasn’t uppermost in her mind at the moment. She 
missed the feeling of his arms around her, not at ail relieved as 
she always felt when Noel released her from an embrace. She 
shook her head to banish that disloyal thought. She felt guilty 
already for not telling Zack that she was all but Officially en- 
gaged to Noel, and she was making the situation worse by let- 
ting this foolish episode continue. But she couldn’t seem to 
make herself call a halt to it. Having finally experienced the 
magic of physical attraction, she was loath to give it up so soon. 

“Kate, I. . . I think I should apologize—” 

“No, Zachary,” she interrupted impulsively, “do not apolo- 
gize. Just kiss me again.” 

He stared at her with narrowed eyes and drew in a deep 
breath. “But my dear Kate, you said you didn’t like me.” 

“But I like the way you kiss.” 

“Oh? That’s odd. I’m not sure I want to kiss you now. Can 
you think of any reason why I should?” 

“Well . . . because you made me feel differently than I’ve 
ever felt before, and I want to see if I can feel those warm, 
magical sensations again,” 

He laughed. “You certainly are honest, Kate Cameron, and a 
bit naive. Once those sensations get started, they can run wild 
and out of control, you know.” 

“Shall we find out?” she asked daringly, and raised her lips to 
his. 

It happened again. The sweet fury of his lips dominated and 
possessed hers. His kiss was like strong liquor drunk too 
quickly, setting her head to whirling and impairing her ability 
to think. Her heart was racing and her limbs seemed drained of 
strength. Melting against him, she gave herself over to the ec- 
stasy of the moment, ignoring the nagging voice of her con- 
science. 

She lost all sense of time, clinging to him as though she were 
drowning and he were life itself. Then she felt the tip of his 
tongue moving between her slightly parted lips, tracing their 
contours slowly. For a few seconds she almost swooned, for the 
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first time, she could understand the whispered confidences of 
Betsy and some of her other friends. 

The kiss went on for a long time, his warm, firm lips caress- 
ing hers, his tongue probing gently. But gradually the gentle- 
ness gave way to insistent demand. Zack’s arms tightened 
around her, and he made a groaning sound that was almost a 
growl. Kate’s arms were around him now, her hands moving 
over the back of his uniform jacket, feeling the warmth of his 
flesh underneath, sliding up to the nape of his neck as his lips 
forced hers apart and his tongue twisted with hers. 

Her head spun and the dizziness grew. His arms strained her 
still tighter against him until her body was molded to his, melt- 
ing into his, overpowered by his strength. 

Finally he drew his head back and looked dont at her, his 
eyes dark and glinting with desire. 

“Oh, Zack... Zack . . .” she quavered. 

“Darling Kate.” His voice was rough with passion as his left 
hand moved upward from her waist to cup the swell of her 
breast. , 

Kate trembled, sudden fear lancing through the other sensa- 
tions she was experiencing. He had warned her things could get 
out of hand, but she hadn’t expected it to happen so fast. She 
tried to push him away, placing both hands against his chest. If 
she didn’t stop this right now, she wouldn’t be able to, and it 
was unthinkable that Kate Cameron should behave so wantonly 
with a man she had only just met. 

“Please, Zack,” she begged when she found she couldn’t 
loosen his grip. “We cannot do this.” 

“Why not? You want me as much as I want you.” 

“No!” She was almost crying now. “Please.stop.” 

He held her prisoner for another long minute and then reluc- 
tantly loosened the crushing embrace. “You’re right—this is not 
the place for romantic dallying. Would you like to go to my 
rooms on J Street? The lieutenant I share them with has been 
temporarily transferred to the garrison at the Navy Yard.” 

“No! Oh, no!” Kate gasped in dismay as sanity and common 
sense began to return, quickly followed by guilt and anger. 
“How dare you suggest such a thing!” 

He looked bewildered for a moment, then the mockery re- - 
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turned to his eyes and his lips twisted into a wry grin. “Oh, I 
see. This was just a game, was it? The lady likes to tease.” 

Kate was aghast. She hadn’t meant it that way at all, but 
neither had she thought of the effect her experimenting might 
have on him. Taking a deep breath, she said, “I’m sorry you see 
it that way. I guess you'd better take me home and try to forget 
this happened.” 

“Yes,” he replied tightly, and reached to pick up the reins, 
snapping them lightly to get the horse moving. Then he turned 
to look at her as she tucked a stray lock into place and pulled 
the silk shawl around her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Kate. May I 
see you again?” 

“I don’t think that would be wise,” she said almost primly. 
“You see, Noel and I are more than childhood friends. In fact, 
we're on the verge of becoming engaged.” 

“You’re what?” His dark eyes gleamed with anger again, and 
he burst into derisive laughter. “No wonder he was so upset 
when General Scott hustled him off like that. And you, you 
little minx, sent him off with only a peck on the cheek and then 
came out here with me to see what real kisses were all about. 
What kind of engagement is that?” 

Kate felt her face flame but said nothing to defend herself. He 
wouldn’t understand if she tried to explain. Let him think what 
he wanted; he couldn’t think any less of her than she.did of him. 

When they reached the house, he helped her down and 
walked her to the door, bade her a formal good night, and 
strode back to the cabriolet. Kate watched him drive off, re- 
lieved that he hadn’t tried to kiss her again. As much as she 
ached to feel those strong arms around her and the thrilling 
touch of his lips on hers, her reaction to him troubled her. She 
didn’t want a man to have such sensual power over her, espe- 
cially not a rogue like Zachary Benson whose heart would never 
belong to any woman. No one else had ever broken through her 
defenses like that, and she was badly frightened. 

Inside the house, she found her uncle waiting for her. “Ah, 
there you are. Did you have’a pleasant evening? Did you like 
General Scott?” 

“Yes, to both questions,” she answered, but didn’t elaborate. 

He peered at her curiously. “Was that Noel who brought you 
home?” 
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“No, that was the general’s other aide—the one I told you 
about. Noel had to accompany Scott to see the secretary of war 
and the President because of a dispatch that came during din- 
ner; so Zachary Benson brought me home.” 

“Very kind of him. But what was in the dispatch that called 
for such unusual evening calls?” 

“Major Anderson sent a rider from South Carolina to inform 
Scott that Charleston harbor was being blockaded.” 

“Umm. That is serious. And it makes my reelection more 
urgent. My prospects are not looking good, as we both know, 
and since I’ve already decided to take my campaign to the wes- 
tern counties, perhaps now would be a good time to do it. 
Would tomorrow be too soon for you?” 

“Oh, no;” Kate said, grateful for the opportunity to get out 
of the city for a while. “That will be just fine.” 

“Good. We'll leave at nine in the morning and take the Balti- 
more and Ohio line up into the high country beyond Harper’s 
Ferry.” 

“I'll be ready, Uncle Joe,” Kate promised, and ran upstairs 
to begin packing. 
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Two weeks later, a travel-weary Kate sat half dozing, her head 
resting against the high-backed coach seat of a train headed for 
Washington, D.C. The campaign swing through the hill coun- 
try’s hamlets and small towns had been successful; Senator 
Cameron had been warmly welcomed and pledged enthusiastic 
support in the upcoming election. 

Kate was glad it had turned out so well, but at the moment, 
she longed for nothing so much as a nice hot bath. The bathing 
facilities along the way had been barely adequate to wash away 
the grime and grit of constant traveling, and it would be so 
relaxing to soak in a warm, scented tub instead of making do 
with basins of tepid water and homemade lye soap. She wrin- 
kled her nose at the smell of stale cigar smoke in the stuffy car 
and wished she could fall asleep while the train’s two engines 
snaked their way down out of the mountains toward their next 
stop: the arsenal/railroad town called Harper’s Ferry. 

Opening her eyes, Kate looked out the window, but it was 
impossible to see much at twelve thirty on a dark night except 
that the drizzle that had started as they left Wheeling was still 
falling. The scene both outside and inside was depressing and 
added to the melancholy she had been experiencing ever since 
she received Noel’s letter shortly before they boarded the train 
for home. After declaring his undying love, he had launched 
into a diatribe against abolitionists and the entire North, partic- 
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ularly Republicans, whom he referred to as “‘nigger-stealing 
scoundrels” and “‘a mongrel race.” 

Then he had closed with a warning paragraph about Zachary 
Benson, almost as though he knew how much the young 
Marine had been on Kate’s mind. With a sigh, she took the 
missive from her reticule and reread that part in the flickering 
light from the swaying kerosene lamps that lighted the coach. 


Zack is a good fellow, but he’s such a poseur. Even his 
pretense of his father being in the shipping business is a lie. 
I recently met a naval lieutenant who knew him at Annap- 
olis, and he remarked casually that Zack is the son of a 
Mississippi riverboat captain, self-educated and appointed 
to the academy as a political favor to his father. Imagine 
that! It’s a wonder he knows which fork to use at dinner. 
Perhaps General Scott taught him. He’s one of the old 
boy’s favorites, you know. God, when I think of all the 
genteel women who have thrown themselves at him, and 
he’s not even a gentleman—or rather, a gentleman only by 
act of Congress! 


Lowering the letter to her lap, Kate reminded herself that 
Noel knew nothing of what had gone on between her and Zack 
—he had no idea of how she had melted into the man’s arms. 
So what was his reason for telling her this? Was it simply to pass 
on idle gossip, or was he driven to blacken the character of his 
colleague by the unreasoning jealousy that had goaded him into 
challenging rivals to duels in Richmond? 

She shook her head impatiently. It didn’t really matter why 
Noel had told her; what bothered her most was that Zack had 
lied to her, at least by implication, about his father’s occupa- 
tion. Not only was he a womanizer; he was a liar as well. Cer- 
tainly not the kind of a man she wanted to become involved 
with in any way. And yet she couldn’t deny the strong attrac- 
tion she had felt to him from the first moment she had looked 
into his admiring dark eyes. It was almost as though a magnetic 
circuit had been established between them as he went through 
the polite ritual of kissing her hand. Closing her eyes, she viv- 
idly recalled that moment and the crackling sense of awareness 
that had built between them through dinner and the ensuing 
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developments. Once alone in the intimate confines of the cabrio- 
let, it had been inevitable that they would embrace. The mem- 
ory of those blissful kisses had stayed with her ever since, 
haunting her by day as she shook hands and conversed with her 
uncle’s constituents, filling her with restless longing by night. 
Then Noel’s letter had arrived, and she was more torn than ever 
by the.growing conflict between her senses and her logic. 

“Harper’s Ferry! Harper’s Ferry!” 

Kate started and. roused from her reverie, looking up to see 
the conductor passing through the car, calling as he went. “Ten 
minute layover to unload passengers! Harper’s Ferry!” 

Joe Cameron, dozing in the seat opposite his niece, opened 
his eyes and yawned. “What time is it?” 

“Almost one o’clock,” Kate said after consulting the tiny 
watch set in a locket her mother had given her on her sixteenth 
birthday. ““We’re almost to Harper’s Ferry.” 

“Thank God!” her uncle said wearily. “That means we’re 
only fifty miles from Baltimore, and we can go on to Washing- 
ton at once. In a few hours, we can sleep in our own beds 
and—” 

A sharp blast from the train whistle drowned out the rest of 
his words. 

“What the hell was that for?” The senator started to his feet 
only to be thrown back down into the seat as the brakes were 
applied suddenly, screeching in protest, and the whistle 
shrieked repeated warnings. 

A woman screamed and men could be heard cursing. 

“What is it?” an older woman wearing a gray shaw! and 
traveling bonnet asked anxiously. “Is the bridge out?” 

The conductor came hurrying back through the car with the 
brakeman on his heels. “It’s all right, folks . . . it’s all right,” 
he assured them. “We’re stopped right in the middle of town on 
Potomac Avenue. Nothing to worry about.” 

Kate peered out the window, placing a hand on either side of 
her forehead to block out the light inside the car. She could 
make out the faint silhouettes of houses and storefronts beyond 
the track. Lights were going on in the upper windows of resi- 
dences as people, awakened by the noise, got up to find out 
what was going on. 
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“Has the bridge gone out?” the lady in gray asked the brake- 
man. 

“No, ma’am. This miserable drizzle couldn’t take out a cov- 
ered bridge nine hundred feet long. There’s something on the 
tracks up ahead is all.” 

A man wearing a brown derby leapt to his feet and glared 
around. “I refuse to be shunted onto another train! I have im- 
portant appointments scheduled for the morning in Washing- 
ton, and by God, I intend to be there! If I’m not, the B&O is 
going to hear from: my senator!” 

A woman three seats in front of Kate clutched her young 
daughter to her fearfully. “There aren’t any train robbers in 
Virginia, are there?” 

“Not that I’ve heard of,” sthatee Cameron said kindly, and 
turned to raise the window beside him. Leaning out, he tried to 
see what was going on and in a few moments reported, “Men 
are waving lanterns up ahead, and the conductor and brakeman 
are heading that way.” 

Sharp, cracking sounds rang out over the hiss of escaping 
steam from the front of the train. 

“What was that?” The man in the brown derby demanded. 

Cameron risked another look out the window. “Gunfire! The 
trainmen are running this way, and someone is shooting at 
them.” 

“Oh, dear God, it must be robbers!” 

Other men threw up other windows and thrust their heads 
out. 

“They're coming aboard! Our engineer has raised his hands 
over his head! The gunmen are boarding the train!” 

Kate crossed to her uncle’s side of the aisle. “What’s going 
on, Uncle Joe?” she asked over the babble rising throughout the 
car. 

He shrugged. “I don’t know, unless . . . No, that can’t be 

. The railroad would have been notified if the rebellion had 
started, and so would I.” 

The forward door of the coach slammed inward, and three 
armed men stepped into the coach. The bearded leader, about 
thirty, cradled a Sharps rifle in his arms and had two revolvers 
and a bowie knife stuck in his belt. His two companions, 
scarcely more than boys, were also heavily armed. All three 
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stopped just inside the door and surveyed the passengers but 
ignored their chorus of questions and demands. 

The oldest intruder pointed at Kate’s uncle and demanded, 
“You Senator Cameron?” 

“TY am. And who the devil are you?” 

“We’ve come to liberate the slaves of the South!” one of the 
youngsters claimed dramatically. 

Joe Cameron’s lips tightened, his expression turning grim. 

“You are our prisoner, Senator,” the bewhiskered man said, 
his eyes fixed on his victim’s vest. “I’ll be relievin’ you of that 
fine gold watch and chain, too.” 

“T do not choose to surrender my watch. There are three of 
you with guns and you can undoubtedly steal it, but I will not 
surrender it.’ 

“Who are you?” Kate demanded angrily. “Real Se 
do not go around robbing and kidnapping.” 

“I assume you have all heard of Osawatomie Brown?” 

A gasp of shock swept through the car, followed by utter 
silence. Who hadn’t heard of John Brown and his massacre of 
unarmed Southern settlers? 

The bearded man seemed pleased by the reaction to his 
words. “Come along, Senator. You and other hostages are to be 
held against treachery on the part of the locals.” 

“Don’t go, Uncle Joe,” Kate said as the two younger men 
came to get him. “These people have no right to—” 

“Bring her along, too,” the leader growled. “Captain Brown 
will be pleased to add her to his collection of hostages.” 


In Baltimore at 7:05 A.M. Monday morning, John W. Gar- 
rett, president of the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, received a 
telegram from Monocacy, Virginia, transmitting the shocking 
news of John Brown’s raid on Harper’s Ferry. He had the mes- 
sage relayed at once to the secretary of war, the President of the 
United States, the governor of Virginia, and the commander of 
the Virginia militia. 

The minute Winfield Scott arrived at his office in the Wind- 
er’s Building, across from the small brick structure of the War 
Department, on Seventeenth Street, Zachary Benson handed 
him a telegram and a note from Miss Harriet Lane, President 
Buchanan’s niece. 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 59 


“TI think you had better look at these at once, sir.” 

Seeing his aide’s barely repressed agitation, Scott asked with 
kindly concern, ‘What seems to be the trouble, my. boy?” 

“It’s Miss Cameron, sir. She’s been kidnapped!” 

“What?” Scott read the messages quickly and looked up at 
Zachary. “My good fellow, the abduction of Miss Kate, dread- 
ful as it is, is only a minor consideration in this affair. We may 
be facing a major slave rebellion or the beginning of the civil 
war that has been threatening for so long.” 

“Yes, sir, I know that. What do you think President Bu- 
chanan will do?” 

“Nothing,” the old man said bitterly, “‘or as little as possible. 
All Miss Lane’s note says is that he’d like me to call on him. 
Neither Flood nor the secretary of the navy will-:make a move 
either. If any action is to be taken, I’m afraid it will be up to the 
General in Chief of the Army. Oh, if only Andy Jackson were 
still alive! He’d know what to do.” 

“Well, sir, ’'m sure you will make the right decision,” Zack 
said, knowing that what he wanted to do was load fifty Marines 
on the first train to Harper’s Ferry and rescue Kate Cameron— 
at the point of a bayonet, if that became necessary. 

A naval commander came into the office and perched on the 
edge of Scott’s desk. “Any orders, General?” 

“T haven’t received any yet. Just the telegram.” 

“I suppose the President will leave the matter to the Virginia 
forces,” the man mused. 

Scott’s leonine old head came up, his eyes blazing. “If he 
does, Commander Clark, there will be a bloody massacre by 
one side or the other and all hell to pay afterward.” 

“I agree, General,” Clark said. “Governor Wise is an overed- 
ucated fool, and the state troopers are only half trained at best.” 

“Then we shall have to use the troops that are available to 
us,” Scott said, “and that, gentlemen, consists of one hundred 
ten Marines at the Navy Yard. Lieutenant Benson, who is in 
command of them?” 

“Captain Thomas, but he is on leave in New York City where 
his father is desperately ill.” 

“Blast! Clark, will you do me a favor? Find out what officers 
are in the city, aides on leave testifying before Congress, any- 
body who can command.” 
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“Colonel Lee’s home is nearby, sir,” Zack said, ‘‘and I believe 
Captain Stuart of the dragoons is here testifying before a con- 
gressional committee about Kansas.” 

“Robert E. Lee is a good man, and I’d trust him with any- 
thing, but there are no troops. However, send messages to both 
Lee and Stuart, ordering them to report to my headquarters. 
Clark, how many naval personnel can you arm?” 

“Twenty, perhaps thirty.” 

“Do so then and set them to. guarding the Navy Yard. I’m 
ordering those Marines to Harper’s Ferry at once.” 

“Sir, without the secretary of the navy’s permission, I—” 

“Til get direct orders from the President,” Scott told him. 
“The note from his niece asks me to call, and I will, although 
Im sure he’d like to hide from me. Lieutenant Benson, get over 
to the Marine bartacks, fall out every man jack, and get them 
started for Harper’s Ferry. Load them on the first train to Balti- 
more and the first one out of there for the rest of the way. 
Commandeer a train if you have to. Those are your official 
orders. Colonel Lee and Captain Stuart will catch up with you 
along the way.” 

“Yes, sir!” Zack had no qualms about executing such extraor- 
dinary orders on only Scott’s word. It was so typical of Winfield 
Scott to set in motion the whole might—such as it was at the 
moment—of the United States and talk to the President about it 
later. “Right away, sir, and thank you, sir!” 

“Oh, and you’d better draw sidearms and a haversack. Stop 
and have Cruchet whip you up something decent to eat along 
the way.” 

“Tm on my way, sir,” Zack said, and hurried off. Cruchet, 
indeed! He was anxious to be on his way to rescue Kate. Food 
was the last thing on his mind, much less gourmet field rations. 
Aside from performing his duties, he had done little but think 
of Kate Cameron, the feel of her in his arms and her passionate 
response to his kisses, for the past two weeks. 

But now she was in deadly danger, and it was up to him to 
save her. 
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“Come on. . . hurry it up!” the leader of the gunmen said to 
Joe Cameron and Kate. “Captain Brown gives his word hos- 
tages will not be harmed. You'll be released as soon as we 
achieve our objectives.” 

“What are your objectives?’”’ Kate asked as they were hustled 
through the coach door and off the train under the anxious 
stares of their fellow passengers. 

One of the boys spoke up eagerly. ““We seized the armory 
where a two to three hundred thousand stand of arms is stored, 
and we’re gonna hold it against all comers till the slaves and the 
whites who believe like we do come to join us. Then we’re 
gonna move out with our freedom army and conquer the South 
and free the slaves.” 

“Don’t you think the Army or the militia might interfere 
with those plans?” Cameron asked. 

“Captain Brown says they’ll move so slow that we'll be too 
strong for them by the time they get here.” 

Kate and her uncle exchanged glances of disbelief as they 
walked down Potomac Avenue through the misting rain. More 
and more lights were showing in the houses that faced the 
tracks. 

Coming toward them was a carriage and a wagon. 

“Lieutenant Cook with his hostages,” the bearded gunman 
said to his comrades, then called to the driver of the wagon, 
“Did you get anyone?” 
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“Sure did. Col. Lewis Washington, old George’s grand- 
nephew. The authorities are gonna want him back real bad. We 
also got the sword King Frederick the Great presented to Wash- 
ington himself.” 

“We got a U.S. senator and his niece off the train.” 

Cook shook his head. ‘“‘Captain Brown won’t like that. He 
don’t hold with harmin’ women.” 

“Well, we don’t aim to harm this one long as she behaves,” 
the bearded gunman replied, giving Kate a threatening look. 

They moved on toward the river where a number of low but 
sturdily built structures:stood behind a high wire fence. Appar- 
ently they were being taken to the armory, but Kate wasn’t sure 
which building that was. The one they were approaching had 
thick walls and was approximately thirty-five feet long. Con- 
structed mainly of brick, it had three large, heavy oak double 
doors reinforced with iron and studded with nails across the 
front. The few windows were arched and set up high to let in 
light but nothing else. Kate noticed that all the doors had loop- 
holes cut into them as though the place had been prepared for a 
siege. 

As they came closer one door swung open, and they were 
herded inside, Cook bringing in his captives right behind them. 
A single kerosene lantern did little but turn the darkness inside 
to gloom. The face of the tall, gaunt man standing near it was 
illuminated, however, and Kate recognized the craggy, hollow- 
cheeked, fiery-eyed visage as that of John Brown. His resem- 
blance to an Old Testament prophet was emphasized by his full, 
flowing beard. ; 

“We got Senator Cameron, Captain.” 

Brown’s eyes fixed on Kate. “What is that woman doing 
here?” 

“She’s Cameron’s niece. I thought she’d make another good 
hostage.” 

“And I thought all of you understood that my policy is never 
to harm a woman. That is what has set us up apart from guer- 
rillas like Cantrell with his raping and looting. Do you want us 
compared with the Janissaries of the slave autocracy? We shall 
release her at sunrise.” 

“I would like to remain with my uncle,” Kate said, drawing 
herself up and addressing Brown directly. 
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“That’s not necessary,” Joe Cameron assured her, laying a 
hand on her arm. “You should leave as soon as possibile, Kate.” 

Colonel Washington spoke from behind them. “There will be 
fighting in the morning, ma’am. Your uncle is right—leave as 
early as you can.” 

“Ma’am,” Brown’s deep voice rumbled, “I apologize for your 
having been brought here, but as long as you have, it will be 
safer if you stay until daybreak. Then you can go as my emis- 
sary to the authorities. I disagree with Colonel Washington that 
we will be attacked, but for the sake of history, I prefer to keep 
my record clean in regard to women.” 

“Captain Brown,” Kate said, “I agree with your goal of free- 
ing the slaves, but I think you are trying to accomplish it in the 
wrong way. It must be done legally and peacefully.” 

Cook had handed Brown the sword that had belonged to 
George Washington, and he looked up from his respectful in- 
spection of it, his burning gaze on her face. “I have heard those 
same words a thousand times, ma’am. They have been repeated 
in this country in every generation. Wait,.we are told, for peace- 
ful change to bring freedom to the black man. I have waited, 
but I can wait no longer. God has spoken to me in the past 
through godly men of the ministry who supported me with 
words, money for arms, and prayers for my success. Now God 
has appeared to me in a vision. God has spoken, and I must 
act!” 

“But, Captain, I don’t think you realize how much blood will 

be spilled if you succeed in setting off a slave rebellion. There 
will be massacres on both sides; blacks will be slaughtered as 
well as whites.” 
_ “T have thought about all of that. I do not intend to shed any 
more blood than absolutely necessary. The slaves will rally to 
me here, and I will arm them with weapons from the armory. 
Then we will defend ourselves, not attack slaveholders.” 

“If they were coming, would they not be here already?” 

“There has not been time for word of our presence to spread. 
When it does, they will come and so will white men of goodwill. 
They will come in such numbers that slave owners will not dare 
attack us.” 

Kate shook her head. “That is not true. The military will 
surround you before you can get help from anyone.” 
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“No, they won’t,” one of the younger raiders said. “We saw 
the way they dragged their feet in Kansas. We will have thou- 
sands of recruits before they get a single soldier here, and the 
locals don’t stand a chance with muskets and shotguns against 
the Sharps repeating rifles them preacher fellas got us. They’re 
all behind us—you know: Higginson, Gerrit Smith, Dr. Howe, 
and Henry Ward Beecher.” 

Kate looked around. “Where? I don’t see even one of those 
famous men here.” 

“They will come,” Brown assured her with deep conviction. 
“Sit down, Miss Cameron, and be quiet, or I shall be forced to 
have you gagged.” 

Shrugging in resignation, Kate sat down beside her uncle and 
Colonel Washington on a plank supported at each end by a 
heavy wooden crate. 

Joe Cameron turned to the colonel and asked in a low voice, 
“How many of these armed insurrectionists do you judge there 
are, sir?”’ 

“They are so scattered about that it’s hard to tell,” Washing- 
ton replied in an equally cautious tone. “Some are in the ar- 
mory, some are in the rifle works, and others are holding the 
two bridges. I would guess there are nowhere near enough to 
carry out Osawatomie’s scheme.” 

Kate looked around at the other hostages. Most were guards 
from the bridge or the armory, but there were several towns- 
people and, surprisingly, a few blacks who seemed as much 
prisoners as the whites. 

“There is bound to be fighting after dawn, wouldn’t you 
say?” Kate heard her uncle ask. 

“Yes, unless Brown exchanges us for safe passage out of 
town,” the colonel agreed. 

“And that is rather less than what he wants,” Kate said. 

“Yes, and no matter what he says, he is a bloody-minded 
madman!” Washington’s voice was tight with controlled anger. 

“Conditions have made him what he is. I can sympathize 
with him and the poor deluded fools who follow him,” Kate felt 
compelled to say. “My contempt and hatred is reserved for the 
ministers and politicians of the North who have encouraged 
and armed him and will now sit back and watch from a safe 
distance while the bloodletting begins.” 
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“And don’t forget, my dear niece,’ Joe said a bit sharply, 
“some of it may be our own. Now let’s settle down and get as 
much rest as we can.” 

The two men wrapped their cloaks around them, leaned their 
heads back against the wall, and closed their eyes. Kate re- 
moved her bonnet and followed their example, but her cape was 
damp from the misty rain and it was chilly in the cavernous 
building. She was sure she was too uncomfortable to sleep, but 
she shut her eyes and told herself to think about something 
warm and pleasant. And in the midst of disaster, her mind 
conjured up images of Zachary Benson—his dark, mocking 
eyes with their glints of gleaming gold; the line beside his mouth 
that deepened when he smiled; the thrill she experienced at his 
slightest touch; the heavenly bliss of his lips on hers; and the 
promise of ecstasy his lean, hard body communicated to hers. 

As she had every night for the last two weeks, she reviewed 
every moment they had spent together, marveling anew at her 
fascination with a man she had decided in advance she was 
going to hate, wondering what it was about him that sparked in 
her such an unexpected and instantaneous emotional response. 
And as on previous nights, after a while she gave up seeking 
answers and drifted off into a pink haze of remembered excite- 
ment and joy, refusing to dwell on the near impossibility of a 
further relationship developing between her and Zachary Ben- 
son. 

She awoke with a start at the sound of voices. “Yes,” she 
heard her uncle saying, “‘it’s starting to get light, but it looks 
like the mist and clouds are still with us.” , 

Her uncle and Colonel Washington were already awake, 
bending and stretching to work the kinks out of stiff legs and 
backs. Kate stood up and shook out her rumpled skirts and 
cape, turning and twisting to see the sides and back. Then she 
looked around in the slowly brightening light. The other hos- 
tages were huddled in their own small groups not far away. A 
fire engine off to one side told her the building was ordinarily 
used as a firehouse. 

Brown was consulting with some of his men while others 
took positions at the loopholes to watch what was happening 
outside. 
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“Captain Brown,” a guard at the middle door called, “a man 
is coming toward us.” 

Brown got to his feet quickly. “Who is he? Does he carry a 
flag of truce?” 

“No . . . nothing.” 

“Then shoot him,” Brown ordered. “It’s time they learned 
we mean business.” ; 

“Captain Brown, that’s murder,” Joe Cameron protested as 
the guard rested his Sharps in the loophole and took aim. 

“Please, Captain!’ Kate pleaded. “At least warn the man 
off.” 

The sunken eyes turned toward her, and even in the dimness, 
she could see the glitter of fanaticism in them. “This will give 
the town and the whole South a warning. In the end, it will save 
lives.” 

The sharp crack of the gun echoed and reechoed through the 
vaultlike engine house. 

“Got him! Right through the heart!” the guard said, spitting 
in his palm. “That’ll teach ’em.” 

“Let it go forth as a lesson to all who hear of it!’ Brown 
thundered. “Unless the people of Harper’s Ferry come forward 
with a white flag, prepared to treat with us on our terms, they 
will get only war!’ 

A youth at another loophole who looked a lot like Brown 
reported, ““They’re stirring around out there like a colony of 
bees whose hive has been knocked over. That woke them up.” 

“Permit them to come tend the wounded man,” Brown in- 
structed. “To where he lies, but no closer.” 

“He’s dead, Pa,” said a still younger man, and Kate realized 
he must be the second of Brown’s three living sons. “He’s 
deader than a doornail.” - 

“Then let them carry off the body.” 

The sound of horses’ hooves and excited voices carried into 
the building, and after a while, one son said, “Pa, there’s a man 
bending over the one we plugged. He’s got a little black bag 
. . . Must be a doctor. Should I put a bullet through him?” 

“Oliver!” Brown barked reprovingly. “Is that what the Bible 
teaches you?” 

“No, sir, Pa, not to kill ordinary people, but he could be a 
slaveholder.”’ 
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The dead man was apparently carried away, and a long inter- 
val of silence ensued, ending over an hour later when every 
church beli in the town began ringing an alarm. 

“The militia will turn out now,” Colonel Washington said, 
“and the farmers in the hills will be grabbing up their guns.” 

Brown looked in his direction and declared harshly, “More 
of them will be for us than against us.” 

Oliver turned away from the loophole to say, “I expected our 
friends to start coming in during the night.” 

“They will, son, they will,” Brown assured him. “It is God’s 
will!” 

Water and hardtack were passed out to the hostages, and 
Kate was surprised to discover she was hungry and thirsty in 
spite of the violence that had already occurred and her fear that 
there was more to come. 

The next couple of hours passed quietly, with the hostages 
huddling at one end of the big vaulted room and the raiders 
getting ready for action in the area near the doors. Then Brown 
approached Kate. “Miss Cameron, as soon as someone comes 
with a flag of truce, I want you to carry a message out for me.” 

“Having seen one man shot down, they might not send an- 
other, fearing he will meet the same fate,” Colonel Washington 
suggested. 

“That man did not come as an emissary to treat with the 
forces of the new republic we have established,’ Brown said in a 
patient tone as if what he was saying was making perfectly good 
sense, “and we can accept nothing less.” 

“But suppose no one does come?” Kate began. “Will you still 
send me?” 

“No, rather than endanger you, P’ll send one of my men.” 

He was a man of strange contradictions, Kate thought. He 
intended to catapult the whole South, perhaps the whole coun- 
try, into a bitter, bloody conflict but would bend over backward 
to ensure the safety of one woman. 

The morning passed slowly, but nothing happened. It was 
noon when Kate looked at her watch and then at Brown, who 
was pacing the floor, muttering to himself, ““They do not under- 
stand. They just do not understand. We will probably have to 
explain that—” 

Shots rang out suddenly and bullets thudded against the 
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doors of the firehouse, causing those inside to leap to their feet 
even though they’d been expecting something of the sort from 
moment to moment for hours. 

A man on guard peeked out and reported to Brown. “Towns- 
folk and farmers are all around and shooting at us.” 

“Return their fire!’ Brown ordered. “They have begun the 
violence, but we shall show them we can play that game better 
than they.” 

His followers manned the loopholes and began firing, making 
no secret of their delight as they picked off the easy targets. — 

Brown didn’t exult like his men, but he seemed to be deriving 
a quiet satisfaction out of forcing the local citizenry to retreat 
because of the superior firing power of the repeating rifles his 
men used. 

He waited until the area in front of the door was clear and 
the firing had stopped and then sent a man out to speak to 
whoever was in charge. Watching, he saw the envoy approach 
the lines drawn up around the armory, rifie works, and fire- 
house, then disappear behind a barricade that had been hastily 
erected. Satisfied, he settled down to await the man’s return. 

His patience ran out in an hour or so when the man didn’t 
return, and he ordered his son Watson and a raider named 
Stevens to go under a flag of truce and talk to the townspeople. 

One of the huge doors was opened to permit their departure, 
and as the afternoon light flooded into the shadowed interior, 
Kate could see the strain on the faces of Osawatomie’s follow- 
ers. Their initial confidence and cockiness were gone, and it was 
plain that some of them were beginning to doubt the reality of 
the reinforcements their leader kept expecting. 

Watson and Stevens walked forward with their white flag 
until they were about twenty feet from the building. Then a shot 
rang out and was followed immediately by. five or six more. 
Watson dropped the flag and crumpled, the other man toppled 
backward, screaming. Young Brown managed to lurch to his 
feet and stagger back to the firehouse door where several of his 
comrades pulled him inside and tried to help him. 

“Return to your posts!’ Brown ordered sternly. ‘““We’re under 
fire!” 

Aghast at his harshness, Kate ran to assist Watson, lowering 
him to the floor and placing a haversack under his head. He was 
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bleeding profusely from a wound in his chest, and his breathing 
was ragged. ) 

“Th—thanks, m—miss,” he gasped. “It h—hurts.” 

“Shh! Don’t try to talk,” Kate said, pulling up her maroon 
traveling skirt to rip a few yards of dimity from an under petti- 
coat. She used half the material as wadding to soak up the 
blood and fashioned the remaining length into a wide bandage 
that she wound around his chest. Covering him with her cape, 
she called to his father. “Captain Brown, your son is seriously 
wounded. If he does not get medical attention, he may die.” 

“There are no doctors among us,” the old man said abruptly 
without stopping from sniping at townsmen as they stood up to 
reload their muzzle-loading muskets. 

“Then let me go appeal for medical help,’ Kate suggested. 
“You will soon have more wounded and—” 

“No!” he thundered. “Stay out of the way and be quiet!” 

Kate backed off. The man was a fanatic and would listen to 
no one. But how could he just let his own son die? She knelt 
beside the youth, wishing there was more she could do for him 
while she wiped the perspiration from his brow with a clean 
handkerchief and listened to the spasmodic firing. Crossing to 
the bucket of water, she used the dipper to dampen the folded 
linen square and hurried back to her patient. How long was this 
going to go on? she wondered. And aside from the critical state 
of Watson’s condition, would the siege continue indefinitely? It 
was already late afternoon. Why didn’t the militia charge the 
place and get it over with? Didn’t they have enough men? Were 
they waiting for troops from the capital? 

“Captain!” a man shouted. “There’s more forces comin’ in, 
and these look like soldiers . . . Marchin’ up real smartlike.” 

“Except for their fancy uniforms, the militia is no better than 
townsfolk or farmers,” Brown said contemptuously. 

“These are Jefferson Guards, Captain,” another man put in. 
“They must’ve come all the way from Charleston. I seen ’em 
paradin’ there once.” 

“Hmm,” Brown said, putting his rifle to a loophole and blast- 
ing off several shots. “There’s a proper greeting for them.” 

“Soldiers’ll attack our fellows at the Potomac Bridge. There 
aren’t enough of our men to guard it.” 

“My son Owen is in command there,” Brown reminded him. 
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“He’s to greet the slaves and white sympathizers who come to 
join us from across the river.” 

“Yeah, well, they ain’t gonna git back across that bridge 
now,” a dour-faced sniper predicted gloomily. 

“Hey, look! Up there in the hills behind the armory!” some- 
one yelled from the farthest peephole. 

Brown hurried in that direction and looked out to see for 
himself. “Yes, men are scrambling down the hillside and getting 
into small boats to approach from the river side.” He turned to 
face the others and spoke with open relief. “Here come our 
friends now.” 

The man who had spotted the newcomers disagreed. “They 
ain’t friends, Captain. That’s more militia come to take us from 
the rear.” , 

Brown took another look. “You're right. The fire from our 
men in the armory is being answered by the men in the boats. 
They are enemies, not friends.” 

Pacing back to the center of the room, his smoldering gaze 
came to rest on Kate, who was still kneeling beside his wounded 
son. “Miss Cameron, since they have taken our first emissary 
prisoner and fired on our flag of truce, I have no choice but to 
ask you to deliver our call for a truce. Tell them that we hold 
Colonel Washington and Senator Cameron plus other hostages 
and will exchange them for a cease-fire and free passage out of 
town when we are ready to leave.” 

Kate nodded. “Very well. Let me speak to my uncle for—” 

A shout from one of the raiders at the door cut her off, and 
they all turned to stare as he swung the heavy panel open far 
enough to let a man clutching his stomach with both hands reel 
inside. 

“Pa... Pa... I couldn’t hold the bridge. All our men 
are dead . . . I barely got away .. .” 

Kate started toward him, but John Brown waved her away. 
“Owen will be all right. You go do what I told you to do.” 

“Captain Brown,” Joe Cameron spoke up, “I really must 
protest your sending my niece out there. She might be shot!” 

“You’re not in a position to protest anything,” Brown 
snapped, his temper becoming shorter and his manner more 
abrasive. 

“Never mind, Uncle Joe,” Kate soothed him, brushing at her 
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skirt and smoothing back her hair. “I'll go and Pll bring back 
help.” 

As Cameron embraced her he whispered in her ear. ‘““Be care- 
ful, Kate. Send help if you can, but do not under any circum- 
stances come-back here.” 

Kate kissed his cheek and stepped back, looking around for 
her cape and bonnet. Then she remembered the cape was cover- 
ing Watson and decided to leave the bonnet, too. She walked to 
the door, past the two wounded brothers, and stepped out into 
the cool, cloudy late afternoon. 

There: was a temporary lull in the fighting, and she started 
toward a militia barricade set up at Potomac Avenue. She 
hoped the forces besieging Brown could see it was a woman 
who was approaching. But when she was about thirty feet from 
the firehouse, someone fired. She didn’t know where the shot 
came from—perhaps from the hills above or perhaps from the 
armory—but it triggered a fusillade from both sides. 

For a moment she froze, looking desperately about for shelter 
of some kind, while minié balls whistled past her ears and 
kicked up dust at her feet. It was too far to go back and too far 
to run for the barricade. Then she noticed a culvert a few yards 
off to her right and made for it at a dead run as the firing grew 
heavier. Tumbling down into it, she was surprised not to find 
water but only damp straw and dead leaves on the bottom. 

She heard shouting from several directions and heard an or- 
der barked out for the firing to cease. Instead it increased, and 
she was careful to keep her head below the top of the drainage 
ditch as she huddled on the bottom, grateful not to be a target 
of the flying bullets any longer. 

A few minutes later, tiny droplets of rain fell on the back of 
her hand. Oh, Lord, that, too? Kate thought. Wasn’t it bad 
enough that she was trapped here without her cloak or bonnet 
until the firing stopped, or night fell, without it starting to rain 
again? 

Oh, why did she and Uncle Joe have to be on the train Brown 
stopped? Why did they have to be present to add one more card 
to his hand? Why hadn’t they stayed in Wheeling overnight as 
they had originally planned? 

She knew the answer to that. She had wanted to get back to 
Washington sooner, so they had taken the first train scheduled. 


72 Diana Summers 


And why had she been in such a hurry? She had to admit that it 
was because she was secretly hoping to see Zachary Benson 
again. Well, this was where such foolishness had landed her. 

A fresh burst of firing dropped bullets closer and closer to her 
hiding piace, and it was becoming less and-less certain whether 
she’d live to see him, or anyone else, ever again. 





The culvert was little more than two feet deep, and crouching 
as low as she couid get, Kate still winced at the whining of 
bullets passing close over her head. 

What was the matter with those idiots? she fumed to herself. 
Couldn’t they see she was a woman? Brown’s men certainly 
knew who she was, and she didn’t see how the militia could 
have mistaken her for one of the raiders. Or did it make any 
difference to either group? 

It wasn’t raining hard enough for water to have accumulated 
in the ditch yet, but her clothes were getting damper and 
damper as the fine, penetrating rain continued. Shivering, she 
wished she had some protection from the elements while she 
figured out how best to get out of there. 

There was a sudden pause in the firing, and she heard a 
sound like someone running just. before the crack of rifles and 
booming of other weapons resumed, seeming now to concen- 
trate more heavily in her vicinity. Raising her head, she risked a 
quick look over the rim of the culvert. Then she ducked down 
again, stunned by what she had’seen. 

A man was running toward the ditch, crouched over low and 
dodging from sidé to side. And not just any man. Dressed in a 
dark blue Marine coat, sky blue trousers with red stripes down 
the seams, and a kepi tilted far back on his head, Zachary Ben- 
son was sprinting toward the culvert, clutching a red-lined cape 
under his left arm and a Colt revolver in his right hand. 
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Kate raised her head to look again, and her heart almost 
stopped as she saw Zack slip in the mud and go down. Then he 
wasup and dodging ahead, untouched by the hail of balls and 
bullets whizzing all around him. 

Where had he come from? What was he doing in Harper’s 
Ferry? Were there other Marines with him? Kate hoped so. The 
militia might have sufficient numbers to keep Brown holed up 
where he was, but given the high pitch of excitement they had 
shown by firing on the flag of truce, Kate was certain that if 
they stormed the firehouse, the melee would end in the slaugh- 
ter of the abolitionists and their hostages. 

A scrambling, scraping sound told her Zack had reached the 
drainage ditch, and then she saw him roll down into it a few 
yards away, slugs bouncing off the ground behind him. He got 
his feet under him again and came scooting toward her, warn- 
ing, “Stay where you are.” 

What made him think she was going to move? 

“Very spectacular entrance, Lieutenant,” she said. “But you 
shouldn’t have risked your life like that. I’m quite all right.” 

“Nonsensel”’ he replied gruffly. ““You’re the one who risked 
her life. When I saw you stroll out there as calmly as if you 
were taking a walk along Pennsylvania Avenue, my heart sank 
into my boots.” 

“I didn’t expect anyone to shoot,” she admitted. “Brown’s 
men shouldn’t have because they knew he sent me to carry a 
message, and I thought the militia would recognize that I was a 
woman. But all it took was one shot to start both sides going at 
it again with me in the middle.” 

“Yes, they’re all trigger-happy, but the militia will behave 
now and there will be no more lynchings like that of the first 
abolitionist Brown sent out. Colonel Lee has arrived.” 

“Robert E. Lee is here?” 

Zack nodded. “As soon as General Scott learned what had 
happened, he ordered every Marine in Washington to Harper’s 
Ferry with Lieutenant Green and me in charge while he located 
Colonel Lee and Captain Stuart and sent them after us to as- 
sume command. Lee began enforcing discipline in the militia 
ranks the minute he got here, and he’ll probably have my head 
for dashing out to rescue you.” 
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“And rightfully so,” she said coolly, unwilling to admit how 
glad she was to see him. “You should not have done that.” 

“And you should not have done what you did,” he replied, 
unfolding the cape. “Here, let me put this around you. You'll 
catch your death in this miserable weather.” 

She took the garment from him, saying, “I can put it on 
myself, thank you.” Slinging it around her shoulders, she snug- 
-gled gratefully into its generous folds before asking, ‘““What hap- 
pens now? Two of Brown’s sons are seriously, if not fatally, 
wounded and need medical help.” 

The gleam.of mockery that had shone briefly in his eyes dis- 
appeared. “Is that what he sent you out for?” 

“No, that was my idea. He seems indifferent to their suffer- 
ing. He asked me to carry his request for a cease-fire and free 
passage out of town.” 

“Well, he’s not likely to get that. In the morning, I’m to lead 
the Marines in, and we’ll use bayonets only to make sure no 
innocent people are shot.” 

Kate gasped. “Oh, must you?” she asked before she could 
stop herself. 

“Yes, I’m afraid I must. It’s my duty, and I wouldn’t want 
Green or Lee to think a Mississippi officer is less loyal to the 
Union than they.” 

“Are you really loyal to the Union?” she asked. 

But he was looking down the length of the culvert, and in- 
stead of answering her question, he said, “I’m looking for some 
kind of shelter for us. There are only a couple of hours of 
daylight left, and I can’t get us out of here in the face of that 
heavy fire from Brown’s men. We can’t spend the night in this 
ditch, so Pll have to find another place.” 

“Spend the night? Are you mad? I’m not spending the night 
with you anywhere, Zachary Benson! What kind of woman do 
you take me for?” 

His dark eyes glowed as they met her indignant stare. “My 
kind. But look, Kate, it doesn’t matter what we want or don’t 
want to do; it’s a matter of saving our lives. So come on and 
help me find a place we can reach without having our heads 
shot off.” 

She had backed away from him, out of his reach, but with 
slugs whizzing overhead and the incessant crack of rifles in her 
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ears, she knew he wasn’t just making up a story to trick her. 
“All right, but it isn’t going to be easy to get anywhere. Brown’s 
men have Sharps repeating rifles, you know.” 

“Yes, I know. That’s why they took such a heavy toll of the 
volunteers and militia, but our rifled muskets are as accurate, if 
not as fast firing, and we’re better trained. If my Marines had 
missed their targets as many times as the raiders, I’d. have them 
all—” He broke off and pointed over her shoulder. “Look. I 
think I see a railroad maintenance shack down the rails a way. 
It seems to be almost within jumping distance of our ditch. 
Let’s go see.” 

Kate twisted sideways and looked over her shoulder. “Yes, I 
see some kind of structure, but will it be any safer there than 
here?” 

He shrugged and looked at the wet leaves and damp earth 
they were kneeling in. “Anything would be better than this. It 
gets pretty cold at night in these hills, and inside we’d have 
some protection.” 

Having spent the last two weeks in the area, Kate knew he 
was right. The dampness and cold would only get worse after 
dark. 

“Who knows,” Zack continued, “there might even be a stove 
in there, and we can dry out. We’li have to crawl to stay out of 
the line of fire. Come on, let’s move on down that way.” 

She sighed. “Yes, but I feel foolish crawling like a baby.” 

Zack grinned. “Better foolish than dead.” 

There was no arguing with that, so she merely shrugged re- 
signedly. “Yes. Well, you go first and I'll follow.” 

His eyes gleamed briefly, and she knew he guessed the reason 
for her request; she couldn’t bear to have him watching from 
behind as she moved along in such an undignified position. 

“All right, but keep up with me. I want you out of harm’s 
way as soon as possible.” ; 

He maneuvered around her and started off. Kate crept after 
him, thinking ruefully that his sky blue pants and her maroon 
traveling ensemble would never be the same. Even Minnie, her 
laundress in Richmond, who could work miracles with soap 
and water and a flatiron, wouldn’t be able to cope with this 
damage. 

When they reached the end of the culvert, Zack risked a look 
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over the edge and quickly ducked down again as two shots from 
the armory zinged close to his head. 

“This is as close as we’re going to get,” he told Kate. ‘““We can 
either slither over there on our bellies or we can leap out sud- 
denly and make a dash for the shed.” 

Kate raised her head cautiously until her eyes were level with 
the higher ground. No one fired, so she took a good look at the 
sturdily built structure. “Where’s the door?. How do we get in?” 

“Good question,” he said, taking another peek. “Must be on 
the other side toward the tracks. Shots from the firehouse 
couldn’t reach us there, and we’d be partly out of the line of fire 
from the armory. There’s probably a padlock on the door, but I 
can blow it off with the Colt.” 

“And draw everyone’s fire again.” 

He grinned. “Probably. Once we get there, you can hug the 
ground and stay out of the line of fire.” 

“While you play the hero and expose yourself? No, thank 
you. I’ll be responsible for my own safety.” 

“And what good will your stubborn independence do if you 
get shot?” 

She refused to consider that possibility. “I’m no more likely 
to get shot than you are, and I will not have you taking any 
more risks for me. I’m a smaller target, so you stay down while 
I blow off the lock.” 

He laughed. “Are you familiar with the Navy Colt thirty- 
eight?” 

“Well, no, not really. But I’ve fired my father’s shotgun.” 

“Oh, I see.” He laughed again. “Well, let’s get over there first 
and then we’ll talk about it.” 

She knew from his smug tone that he had no intention of 
allowing her to do the shooting, and she made up her mind to 
outwit him. “All right,” she said, pretending docile acquies- 
cence as she fastened the cape securely and gathered up her 
skirts in both hands, “shall we go?” 

He nodded, took another quick giance in all directions, then 
put his hands on either side of her waist from behind and lifted 
her upward. She scrambled over the top of the ditch, and he 
was up beside her at the same moment, saying, “Stay low and 
move fast!’’ 
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He gave her a slight push as shots rang out, then turned and 
blasted at the firehouse with his pistol as he followed. 

It was only about ten feet to the small brick building, but as 
bullets hummed past her ears it seemed to Kate to take an hour 
to cover the distance in spite of having raised her skirt to her 
knees so she could run faster. 

Turning her head slightly, she saw Zack directly behind her, 
shielding her body with his own. “Will you stop that!” she 
yelled. “I am fully grown and willing to take my own chances!” 

“Keep quiet and duck!” he roared, then threw himself for- 
ward, grabbing for her and spilling them both to the ground in 
the shelter of the maintenance building while a volley of rifle 
fire dug up the dirt where they’d been seconds before. 

“Thank you,” Kate said, breathing hard, realizing what a 
close call it had been. “You can let me up now.” 

He was sprawled. on top of her, and she was acutely aware of 
his hard-muscled flesh pressing into her softer body. 

He grinned down at her. “I think we’re safe here.” And as 
though to prove it, they saw and heard slugs meant for them 
thud into the sides of the small building. Apparently they were 
out of range of all the positions held by Brown’s raiders. 

“Then let me sit-up.” 

“Why? Aren’t you comfortable?” His dark eyes were filled 
with mischief as they locked with hers. - 

“No. I’m getting breathless. You’re pressing too hard on 
me.” 

“Oh, am I? Well, maybe if I move a bit.” His lips were hover- 
ing over hers, his gaze now focused on her mouth. 

“You are deliberately taunting me,” she accused. 

“Am I?” His voice was.a husky whisper. “I thought I was 
tempting myself . . . Trying to see how long I could keep from 
kissing you.” 

She glared up at him, determined not to let him get to her, 
although her heart was already pounding. “If you intend to kiss 
me, then do it and get it over with. This position is most un- 
comfortable.” 

“A man doesn’t kiss a woman just to get it over with,” he 
explained softly. His lips were almost touching hers, his breath 
warm against her face. 
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She tried another approach. “Men from both sides of the 
lines could be watching us through field glasses, you know.” 

“Do Brown’s snipers have field glasses?” ; 

“N—No . . .” Kate admitted hesitantly. “None that I saw.” 

“Then it could only be Colonel Lee or Captain Stuart watch- 
ing us, and as they are Southern gentlemen, they’d surely avert 
their eyes.” 

“There’s something wrong with that line of reasoning, but at 
the moment, I cannot figure out what it is,” she murmured just 
before the lips she longed for took total possession of hers. 

How was she ever going to learn to resist kisses like these? 
she wondered. Why did this man have to be the one who could 
undo her resolve? Why couldn’t she be as levelheaded and un- 
ruffled with him as she had been with other men in the past? 

His mouth, sweet with the honeyed taste of desire, was mov- 
ing over hers, his tongue dipping into the warm cavern beyond 
her teeth and twining with her tongue in a tantalizing dance of 
passion. 

Finally, when both were panting for breath, he released her 
and rolled to one side. A big raindrop hit him on the cheek and, 
startled, he swore and looked up at the dark, rain-filled clouds. 

“Damn! Looks like it’s going to pour any second. We’d better 
get inside.” 

Kate laughed, gesturing at their sodden, muddy clothes. “Oh, 
my, yes. It wouldn’t do to get wet.” 

He gave her an annoyed look. “Never mind. Just stay down 
low while I crawl around to the front and blow the lock off.” 

She grabbed his arm. “Wait. You said we’d discuss who got to 
do it.” 

“Will you stop being so silly? It’s a man’s job. You don’t even 
know how to cock a pistol if all you’ve ever fired was a shot- 
gun.” 

“You can show me,” she said, hanging on to his sleeve when 
he tried to shake off her hand. “Please, Zack.” 

Another large drop of rain hit his nose. ‘““We’re wasting time, 
Kate. I can have it done while we’re talking about it.” 

She clung stubbornly. “I’m not letting go until you show 
me.” 

Exasperated, Zack sat up beside her. “All right! Here!”’ 

She took the proffered pistol by the barrel and held it in both 
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hands. It was twice as heavy as she’d expected. She could see 
five bullets in the cylinder and knew the firing pin was supposed 
to strike the cartridge, and the powder would expel the slug at a 
‘tremendous speed. It seemed like an impractical arrangement, 
but apparently it worked. 

“You cock it by pulling back on that lever sticking up at the 
back of the chamber. It will stay in that position until you pull 
the trigger. After it fires, you have to recock it before firing 
again.” 

“I see.” She shifted the gun so she was holding it properly 
and pulled at the lever with her thumb. It did not budge. 

“Yes, it’s stiff,” he said. “I told you shooting it is a man’s 
job.” 

Kate’s lips tightened. “I can do it. I know I can!” she in- 
sisted, leaping to her feet unexpectedly and darting around the 
corner of the building before he could stop her. 

“Kate!” he yelled, scrambling to his own feet. “Kate, for 
God’s sake!” 

A bullet from the armory plowed a furrow in a brick close to 
Kate’s head as she struggled to cock the weapon. Was it really 
beyond her strength? she wondered despairingly. Or was there a 
trick to it? 

Zack came around the corner of the structure, and still pul- 
ling at the lever, she looked toward him. What she saw made 
her blood freeze. Looming up about twenty feet behind Zack 
was one of the raiders. He must have hidden behind a pile of 
railroad ties when the Jefferson Guards cleared the bridge over 
the Potomac, or he had sneaked unnoticed out of the firehouse 
or armory. But there he was, crouching and-aiming at Zack’s 
back, a sure shot at such short range for even the worst marks- 
man. 

A shouted warning would be too late. There was only one 
thing she could do, and Kate did it without thinking. She 
brought the Colt up, cocking the lever with both thumbs and 
firing almost in a single motion. 

Then she watched in horror as a look of surprise crossed the 
raider’s face. A small, round black hole appeared in his fore- 
head, and an awful glob of blood and a viscous, grayish sub- 
stance exploded out the-back of his skull. 

She had hit him right between the eyes. She had had no 
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choice, and she couldn’t have missed at such close quarters, but 
now remorse and revulsion flooded through her. What had she 
done? She swayed dizzily and sank to her knees, the pistol 
hanging loosely from her relaxing grip. 

Zack caught her and took the gun from her hand. “My God! 
You saved my life!”’ 

“Th—that man . . . Oh, Zack, one second he was alive, the 
next he was dead. I blew his brains out. Oh, how horrible. . . 
horrible!” 

“He was going to kill me,” Zack reminded her as bullets hit 
near them. He raised the pistol and fired twice at-the lock on 
the door of the maintenance shed. It shattered and he kicked 
the door open and pulled Kate inside. 

“I cannot bear it,” she moaned, sinking to the wooden floor 
as he released her. “I killed that poor man! I snuffed out his 
life!”” 

Zack slammed the heavy door shut and slid the iron bar in 
place that secured it. Then he dropped to his knees beside the 
distraught woman and put an arm around her shaking shoul- 
ders. 

“Kate, it’s all right. You’ve never killed anyone before, and I 
hope you never have to again, but you just proved yourself 
braver than any woman I’ve ever known.” 

“But a man is dead . . . dead! He’s dead, and I killed him!” 
She pounded on his chest and sobbed bitterly. 

Zack lifted her chin and made her look at him. “Yes, Kate, 
he’s dead, and if he weren’t, I would be. Which of us would you 
prefer to have alive?” 

Her chin quivered and fresh tears welled in her eyes. “You, of 
course. That’s why I found a way to cock that godawful gun so 
fast.” 

His lips twisted into a crooked grin. “Of course. You’re a 
brave lady. If it'll make you feel better, look at it this way: if 
you hadn’t shot that fellow, he’d have been captured and 
hanged for treason, rebellion, and murder. You could say you 
did him a favor.” 

Kate grinned weakly. “You have a strange way of looking at 
things.” 

“I’ve had other people tell me that, but sometimes you have 
to rationalize to save your sanity, especially when it’s a situa- 
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tion like this. You have to consider whether what you did was 
for the best in the long run, whether it served the greater good.” 

He wasn’t grinning now; he was quite serious, and Kate’s 
eyes searched his face as she asked, “Are you speaking from 
personal experience?” 

He nodded gravely. “Yes. I was commanding a division of 
main deck guns on the old Constitution when we ran down a 
slaver called the Black Joke on the African coast. She was a 
clipper built in Baltimore, the fastest vessel on the coast at the 
time. She had run away from every American and British ship 
who gave chase, even the newest sloops and brigs, and her cap- 
tain, a New Orleans slave trader from an old planter family, 
bragged about her constantly. He never figured on the Constitu- 
tion. 

“She is one of the 1812 frigates with a tremendous sail span 
in any kind of wind, always able to catch or run down any craft 
she puts her heels to. We ran the Black Joke down in an hour 
and a half, she showed fight with ten guns to a side, and our 
captain ordered us to give her a broadside. Well, my guns were 
fully bearing and they played hell with that slaver, we brought 
down. two masts and turned her deck into a charnel house.” 

Kate was listening raptly. This was an incident she had never 
heard of, quite different from the abolitionist propaganda she 
had seen, which was always raging against the Navy for not 
enforcing antislavery laws. 

“I was sickened when I saw what the guns under my com- 
mand had done—a dozen men killed and fifteen wounded, some 
fatally. Later I heard from officers who had been on deck— 
remember, I was down below and could see only the silhouette 
of the other ship when we fired—what had gone on aboard the 
slaver. As the Constitution was making clear her mastery in 
speed, the Black Joke was seen dumping something overboard. 
Initially we hadn’t been close enough to see what, but from 
prior experience, our captain guessed what was going on. He 
ordered boat crews to their posts and had his gig and two long 
boats lowered into the water. They managed to rescue one 
group of slaves, all chained together and being pulled under by 
the weight of their chains, Three hundred of them had been 
pitched overboard, and our fast boats saved twenty. But the rest 
drowned, so our evidence was mostly gone.” 
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“Oh, how awful! I knew the Middie Passage was bad—but 
deliberate, wholesale murder? Surely the slaves you saved 
proved your case.” 

Zack shook his head. “No. In a land that was trying to en- 
force the law, the testimony of the Constitution’s officers and 
crew and the slave ship paraphernalia and the reek of it would 
have satisfied an admiralty court, but these cases were tried in 
the civil courts, which are packed with judges appointed by 
Democrats like Pierce and Buchanan, who see through slave- 
holder eyes. A definite chance existed that the Black Joke’s 
captain, who had survived our broadside, would beat the charge 
and come through with his arrogance intact.” 

Kate wondered why she had never heard of this incident. 
Surely Zack couldn’t be making it up just to make her feel 
better about having shot the raider. “Did he?’ she asked. 

“Well, not exactly. Our captain and officers were outraged by 
what had been done and decided that justice would prevail at 
least this once. We tracked down the nearest British cruiser on 
station and turned the slaver’s officers over to them. They tried 
the captain at a naval court martial and hanged him from the 
yardarm of the British flagship. His officers received a hundred 
lashes around the squadron, and they and the crew were 
stranded on the African coast to explain to the natives what 
they had been doing. Then we burned the Black Joke to the 
water’s edge and kept quiet about the whole affair. We were 
only sorry we had no way of: catching the Arabs who had 
rounded up the blacks and sold them in the first place.” 

Kate nodded agreement. She believed him. The story was too 
detailed and told with too much sincerity to have been made 
up. “Well, as you say, justice was served that time. It’s too bad 
the incident couldn’t have been publicized.” 

“The point I’m making, Kate, is that from then on [ never 
had a moment’s regret about ordering my gunners to fire. The 
men who were killed only got what they had coming. They 
were stupid to try to fight it out with us in the first place even 
though their guns were more modern than ours. We had more 
guns and the training to get off.a dozen broadsides to their one. 
Besides, the old Constitution had scatlings like a battleship, and 
balls bounced off her sides. She was the smaller sister of Old 
Tronsides, you know.” 
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“No, I didn’t know,” Kate replied, then began to shiver vio- 
lently as a sudden chill struck her. 

“Good Lord, woman, you're freezing!” Zack said, getting to 
his feet and looking around the shadowed room. He spotted an 
oil lamp hanging from a peg and lighted it. “I'll get a fire 
started so you can warm up.” 

He turned the lamp up, and they saw railroad repair equip- 
ment stored on all sides—shovels, hammers, rail spits, cable, 
chains, and much more—and, in the very center of the square 
room, a pot-bellied stove with kindling and wood stacked beside 
it. 

“Ah, very efficient. All prepared for an. emergency,” Zack 
said, crossing to the stove. “You’d think they knew we were 
coming.” 

“If Brown’s men see smoking coming from the chimney, 
won't they start firing again?” 

“Let them. Their bullets can’t penetrate the walls of our fort 
any more than ours can penetrate theirs.” 

Tinder and kindling caught quickly, and soon a roaring fire 
was beginning to throw out welcome heat. Zack rubbed his 
hands together before the flames and then turned to Kate. 

“All right, out of those wet clothes before you catch any 
more cold.” 


(0) 


“What did you say?” Kate asked incredulously, looking around 
and seeing no place where she could disrobe in privacy. Surely 
Zack didn’t expect her to undress in front of him! . 

“I said to get those wet clothes off so we can dry them out.” 

“How can 1, when there’s no dressing room?” Her tone said 
that ended the matter. 

“Where do you think you are, a haute couture salon in 
Paris?” he inquired, laughing. ““You’il have to make do with 
what’s here.” 

Her back stiffened and she glared at him, her eyes flashing 
green fire. “I will not take one stitch off with you standing there 
watching!” 

His dark eyes glinted, whether with amusement or irritation 
she couldn’t tell, and he shook his head. “Kate, I thought you 
were a sensible modern woman, not a silly shrinking violet. You 
know very well that if you don’t get out of those soggy things, 
you're going to get sick. I shouldn’t be surprised if you haven’t 
already got the sniffles.” 

As though his words had triggered it, she sneezed... a 
disgracefully loud, unladylike sneeze. 

“See?” he said, grinning. “Now, no more arguments. Get 
your clothes off, and I’ll see if I can find a rope to hang them 
on.” 

She shook her head stubbornly. “I have a better idea .. .” 
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Another sneeze interrupted her, shaking her whole body. “T’ll 
move up close to the stove and dry out.” 

His eyes twinkled. “And keep your modesty and virtue un- 
sullied?”’ 

Kate’s chin came up defiantly. “Ladies do not permit gentle- 
men to view them unclothed. If you consider that old-fashioned 

. well, then I guess I’m old-fashioned, and you may as well 
know it now.” 

He quirked an eyebrow at her. “Does that mean you won’t 
reconsider if the gentleman promises to keep his eyes averted?” 

She looked at him sharply to see if he was teasing, but the 
expression on his face and in his dark, gold-flecked eyes now 
seemed serious. 

“Do you promise to do that?” 

“Yes. Unless a situation should arise that would make it inad- 
visable to do so.” 

What was that supposed to mean? He had the oddest way of 
making a simple statement sound cryptic. The only time he had 
sounded like he was telling the unvarnished truth was when he 
related his terrible experience with the slave ship. 

She sneezed again and fumbled for a handkerchief. She really 
was chilled to the bone and either had to take Zack at his word, 
undress and get warm, or keep her clothes on and risk almost 
certain illness. 

It would have been unthinkable even to consider disrobing in 
any other man’s presence, but with Zack Benson, the prospect 
was especially disturbing. She knew of his reputation with 
women, yet she couldn’t help wondering what he would think 
of her unclothed body. 

In view of his reputation, there was no doubt that he would 
have quite a few memorable figures to compare hers with. Still, 
she thought she might surprise him. She had never considered 
herself a great beauty, but when she compared her body with 
the many nude paintings and sculptures she had seen in Paris, 
she didn’t fare too badly. If those were art—and lots of well- 
educated, refined people insisted they were—then her body was 
art. 
Of course, Zack had promised he wouldn’t look . . . Or had 
he? He had an uncanny way of phrasing things that made her 
unsure of what he meant. Noel had told her Zack wasn’t a real 
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gentleman and maybe he wasn’t. He could have offered to turn 
his face to the wall and keep his back to her while she un- 
dressed. But was that what she really wanted? She didn’t want 
to be stared at, but might it not be rather thrilling to know he 
had sneaked a peek or two at her while she was partially nude? 

“Well?” Zack asked. “What are you going to do?” 

She sighed and said reluctantly, “I feel as though I may be 
catching cold, so I’d better take your advice.” 

He nodded. “Wise decision. Do you need any help?” 

She looked at him, startled. “Help? Why should I?” 

“Well, I imagine you have a lady’ s maid at home who deals 
with hooks and strings and stays.” 

“Yes,” she admitted stiffly. “How do you know so much 
about women’s clothing?” 

He shrugged, unembarrassed. “Oh, a fellow picks up things 
here and there, you know.” 

“From a woman here and a woman there, you mean?” she 
asked, removing his military cape and tossing it to him. “Or do 
they teach you things like that at the Naval Academy?” 

“Only if you’re going into the Marine Corps,” he replied, 
laughing as he draped the cloak over the long handles of two 
shovels propped against the wall. Turning to face her again, he 
saw her struggling with the hooks at the back of her bodice. “I 
can get at those more easily than you can.” 

“Oh, ali right!” she cried, exasperated because her chilled 
fingers were making no headway with the tiny, close-set eyelets. 
“Then come do it!” 

He moved around behind her, and moments later she felt the 
bodice loosen. He really was as expert at the task as he claimed, 
she thought. Then an unexpected pang of jealousy shot through 
her as she wondered just how many women he had helped to 
undress. 

His fingers touched her bare shoulder, and she shrugged to 
throw off the hand that was starting to push the loosened top 
down her arms. “Thank you, that’s all the help I need.” 

“Is it? With the way the damp material is clinging to your 
skin, I thought a bit more assistance might be in order.” 

“Well, it isn’t. I'l] do the rest myself. I don’t think you’re to 
be trusted.” 

“You’re only saying that because I’ve already let you know 
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I'm wild for you.” He bent his head and kissed the nape of her 
neck, causing a shiver to run through her that had nothing to 
do with a chill. f 

“I wish you hadn’t done that,” she whispered in a shaky 
voice. “And I wish you hadn’t said that.” 

“Why?” 

“Because it confuses me, and I don’t know what to say or 
do.” 

“How strange. That’s the way I feel whenever you’re near.” 

“I find that hard to believe. A man with your experience is 
unlikely to be so easily perturbed.” 

“It happens every time,” he insisted. huskily, then his lips 
were tracing down the straight column of her spine to her waist, 
scorching the flesh through the silk of her shift. ; 

“Don’t do that!” she gasped through chattering teeth. 
“Please go back to where you were and let me finish before I 
really catch cold.” 

“No. You must get these wet things off, and we can do it 
faster working together.” He shoved the bodice down to her 
waist, undid the fastening there, and let the weight of the skirt 
drag the garment past her hips to fall in a circle about her feet. 

The bold action caused a wave of weakness to sweep over 
Kate, and she half turned, placing a hand on his shoulder to 
steady herself but making no further protest as-he stripped off 
her petticoats. 

However, when he reached for the strings of her corselette, 
saying, “This will only take a second,” she finally found enough 
voice to protest. 

“No! There’s no need to remove that.” 

“Oh, but there is, love. You’re wet clear through to your skin. 
The stockings and shoes will have to go, too—there’s nothing 
worse than wet feet to bring on an attack of the grippe.” 

His low-pitched voice so close to her ear and the gentle, 
knowing touch of his hands held her in a trancelike state, the 
warmth of his breath against her neck-and cheek seducing her 
into acquiescence. 

“It’s a shame to take these off, though, because your legs look 
so alluring in silk hose.” 

“You’re not supposed to be looking at my legs. You promised 
to keep your eyes averted.” 
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“Yes, but I cannot help you if I cannot see you,” he argued as 
his fingers loosened the laces of the stays that nipped in her 
waist. “Why do you wear this uncomfortable contraption? You 
don’t need it. A glorious body like yours should not be tortured 
into an unnatural silhouette just because it’s fashionable.” 

Dropping the abbreviated boned undergarment onto the floor 
with the rest of her clothes, he reached to remove her shift. 

“No!” she gasped. ‘“‘That’s not very damp and silk dries fast.” 

“Kate ... Kate . . . you are so breathtakingly beautiful.” 
His voice was a hoarse whisper as he leaned to kiss across her 
shoulders, his arms encircling her from behind, his big hands 
creeping up to encompass her breasts. 

Lovely, warm sensations rippled through Kate, causing her 
to-arch her back against his lean, hard body. Her head rested on 
his shoulder while her heart pounded furiously at the sound of 
his sharply indrawn breath. She gazed up over her shoulder into 
his face, her green eyes filled with awed wonder, and then his 
lips descended and merged with hers in a kiss so fiery and pas- 
sionate that they both swayed precariously for a moment. 

_ Without releasing her, Zack shifted the position of one 
booted foot to stabilize their balance while his hands gently 
squeezed her firm, full breasts, his thumbs teasing the perky tips 
into rigid peaks. 

Kate’s senses were reeling as thrilling waves of excitement 
sped through her. She was momentarily incapable of movement 
or logical thought; all she could do was feel. This was a totally 
new experience for her. No man had ever touched her as inti- 
mately as Zack was touching her now. His caresses were stir- 
ring her inner being into turmoil. 

The kiss finally ended, and Zack turned her to face him. She 
met his gaze shyly, not knowing quite how to deal with the 
sexual tension building between them. 

“Shouldn’t we be hangirig my things up to dry?” Kate asked 
hesitantly. “And what about your clothes? You were out in the 
rain as long as I and must be just as wet.” 

“Yes, you’re right.” The unsteadiness of his voice caused her 
to wonder. Had their passionate embrace affected him as deeply 
as it had her, or was this a practiced ploy reflecting only his 
cynical approach to a casual conquest? 

His distraction seemed real enough as he released her with 
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seeming reluctance, stepped to one side, and almost tripped 
over her discarded garments. He bent over and solemnly picked 
them up, piece by. piece, located a length of rope in a toolbox, 
and strung it up between hooks set in opposite walls. After 
carefully draping Kate’s things over the line, he unbuttoned his 
blue jacket and hung it up, then turned to Kate with a smile. 
“There, isn’t that neat?” 

She nodded but couldn’t keep from blurting, “(Do you do that 
for all your ladyloves?” 

“Only those as lovely as you,” he said, and crossed the room 
to take her in his arms again. 

“That could cover the vast majority, I’m sure.” 

He grinned down at her. “I do not have as many as you seem 
to think. Where did you get all this false information about 
me?” Placing a long index finger along her jawline, he used his 
thumb to tilt her head back and then brought his mouth down 
on hers as though drawn irresistibly to it. 

And once more Kate’s awareness of her surroundings 
dimmed and faded and her world narrowed to only the two of 
them. Away off on the outermost fringes of her consciousness, 
she wondered what there was about this particular man that 
triggered such instant submission of her will to his. With other 
men, she was the one in charge, the one who stayed cool and 
collected while they lost their heads and hearts and generally 
behaved like idiots. She still couldn’t believe this was happening 
to her. What power did Zachary Benson have that his slightest 
touch could rob her of her restraint and make her yearn to 
become part of him? She began to feel dizzy, and a delicious 
languor stole over her as his kisses deepened and his arms tight- 
ened around her. He seemed to be drawing forth her very soul. 

She strained to get closer, her breasts pressing against his 
chest and her hands stealing under his shirt to touch his bare 
back as his were touching hers, stroking up and down and slid- 
ing under the waistband of her drawers, which with her shift 
were the only concessions to modesty that remained. 

“Kate . . . sweet Kate. I’ve wanted you from the first time I 
saw you enter General Scott’s sitting room, looking so beautiful 
with your golden hair gleaming like a halo . . . So beautiful, 
so dignified, and so unattainable.” 
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“You didn’t act as though you thought I were unattainable 
on the way home that night.” 

His laugh was throaty and intimate. “No, I guess I didn’t. I 
did what I’ve always done when I’ve seen something I wanted 
—lI went after it. That’s how I got to Annapolis, got my ap- 
pointment to the Marine Corps, and then landed a transfer onto 
General Scott’s staff at the tender age of thirty.” 

“Those three accomplishments are very admirable,” she 
whispered against the side of his ‘neck. She could smell the 
exciting male scent of him and feel the heat of his tall, strong 
body. “But I’m not sure seducing women is.” 

“Most. women aren’t worth the trouble . . . Only you are,” 
he said as he lowered his head to bury his face between her 
breasts, holding them close against his cheeks and kissing them 
through the sheer silk of the shift. 

“Oh, Zack ... Zack .. .” she moaned, then reached to 
place a hand on either side of his dark head. “Please, don’t do 
that. We’ve gone too far already!” 

He looked up into her eyes and smiled. “Dearest Kate, we 
have not gone nearly far enough, but I didn’t mean to frighten 
you.” He straightened up and looked around the shack. “Emer- 
gency situations must occur that make it necessary for railroad 
workers to stay here overnight, don’t you think? If so, there 
must be a folding cot at least to sleep on. I think I'll go see 
what’s behind those boards leaning against the back wall.” 

Kissing the tip of her nose, he moved away, leaving Kate 
feeling suddenly deprived. Why had she stopped him? She 
ached for his touch; she wanted him to hold and caress her. 
And yet a flash of fear and guilt had made her retreat from the 
intimacy she craved. How could she desperately want to be 
made love to one minute and reject it the next? Because she 
knew it wasn’t right to give way to such primitive desires, she 
told herself severely. This was only the second time she’d ever 
seen this man, and she had already overstepped the bounds of 
convention and decency in her dealings with him. Her mind 
knew that, just as it knew she was in the hands of an expert 
womanizer. But somehow it didn’t seem to matter. 

Dreamily, she reached upward and removed the pins from 
her hair, letting the golden curls spill down about her shoulders. 
The damp tendrils brushed against her skin and brought on 
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another sneeze. Crossing her arms over her breasts, she stepped 
closer to the stove. 

“We're in luck... Look what I found,” Zack called. 
“There’s a built-in bunk back here and a couple of clean blan- 
kets. We should be quite comfortable during the night.” 

Setting the lumber to one side, he checked the small window 
over the bunk to make sure it wasn’t in the line of fire from the 
buildings in the armory complex, then picked up both blankets 
and brought them over to Kate. 

“We'll have to wrap up in these,” he said, holding one up te 
the fire to warm it and then placing it around her shoulders. 
“Go sit on the bunk while J tend the fire and take my wet things 
off.” 

Kate nodded and, holding the wool coverlet closely around 
her, walked barefoot across the cold floor to the bunk. Behind 
her she heard two thumps as Zack removed one boot and then 
the other. He’s undressing, she thought, and felt her cheeks 
grow hot. He should undress, common sense reminded her. He 
was as vulnerable as she to catching cold. Still, her heart 
pounded wildly as she realized this was going to increase the 
already strong temptation to make love. Sitting down on the 
bunk, she wriggled across it until her back was against the wail, 
pulled her knees up to her chin, and tucked the warm blanket 
under her icy feet. 

Rubbing absently at her hair with a corner of the blanket, she’ 
couldn’t resist watching Zack take off his shirt. 

He hung it carefully next to his jacket, and Kate took advan- 
tage of his preoccupation to get a good look at his strong, lithe 
physique. His broad shoulders and deep chest tapered in to a 
narrow waist, a hard, flat belly, and slender hips. His long legs 
accounted for most of his six feet four inches, and his feet were 
proportionately long and narrow. His back was smoothly mus- 
cled, and curling dark hair covered his chest. 

He busied himself with the fire for a few minutes, then re- 
moved his belt and began to unbutton his mud-stained light 
blue pants. Kate felt a surge of alarm as he reached for the 
waistband. ““You—you’re not going to take off all your clothes, 
are you?” 

He looked over at her huddled against the wall swathed in 
the blanket and smiled. “Not if you don’t want me to,” he said. 
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And picking up the other coverlet, an old blue and white pieced 
quilt in the popular nine-patch pattern, he started toward her, 

Kate felt a sense of panic as all her doubts and fears came 
rushing to the forefront of her mind. What was she doing 
stranded in an isolated railroad shack, all but naked, with a 
half-naked man? How had she gotten herself into such an im- 
possible situation? Why had she- consented to take off her 
clothes? It would have been better to come down with pneumo- 
nia than to remove her only means of protection from this man 
whose lightest touch rendered her helpless! She could have held 
Noel off under such circumstances because it would have been a 
mere battle of wills, but with Zack, she had to fight herself as 
well as him. And there was no way to avoid what she knew was 
coming or to run away from. it. Until John Brown and his men 
were run out of the armory and firehouse, she had no choice but 
to stay here or risk almost certain death. 

Zack sat down and pulled her away from the wall and into 
his arms. She could see the hungry desire in his eyes as his 
mouth descended on hers and an answering passion rose to 
meet his. When Zack felt her.respond, he forced her lips apart 
with gentle insistence and took possession of her mouth. His 
velvety tongue found hers, tangling with it and caressing it so 
ardently that she almost swooned. 

As Kate had known it would, her own desire weakened her. 
Sensing it, Zack stretched out on his back without releasing her 
lips. The action pulled her on top of him, and she was shocked 
to feel his bare, hard-muscled chest beneath hers as her blanket 
slipped from between them. 

His hands stroked down her back and along her sides, paus- 
ing to caress the softness of her breasts before wandering down 
to the small of her. back and onto the rounded buttocks below. 

Then his fingers caught at the waistband of her drawers, and 
almost before she realized what was happening, he had pulled 
them down and off of her. He turned her onto her back and 
partially pinioned her under him. The shift went next, and she 
made no protest but simpiy clung to him afterward as he kissed 
her eyes, her nose, her throat, and her breasts. She stopped him 
only when he would have continued his adoring journey beyond 
her navel. Reluctantly, and with a muffled groan of frustration, 
Zack returned to her lovely coral-tipped breasts. 
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She watched through half-closed eyes as he nuzzled and 
licked and sucked, thrilling at the wonderful sensations that he 
was provoking in her. She barely noticed a short time later 
when his right hand snaked with feathery lightness across her 
belly to the curve of her hip and then slowly traced its way 
downward. She gasped and started to push away, but his hun- 
gry, audacious lips were on hers again, laying claim to her, body 
and soul, and she could only relax and let his fingers attain their 
goal. 

He finally raised his head and looked at her. ‘Are you afraid, 
my love?” 

“What makes you think I am afraid?”’ she asked tremulously. 

“Your eyes . . . your beautiful frightened green eyes. The 
poets say the eyes are the windows of the soul, you know.” 

She managed the ghost of a smile. “I think there are times 
when eyes can lie as well as lips.” 

- “Oh, Kate,” he groaned. “I want to love you.” His hand 
reached upward to curve along her jaw as he looked deep into 
her misty green eyes. “Please let me.” 

His voice throbbed with unmistakable passion, and his hand 
slipped down her neck to caress her rounded shoulders, her 
upper arms, then the swell of her hip. His lips pressed thrilling 
little kisses around and on her lips, her chin, her shoulders, then 
her taut nipples. 

Kate caught his head in her hands and raised his face to hers. 
Shaken and touched by the depth and intensity of the emotion 
she saw in his dark, glowing eyes, and keenly aware of the 
restraint he was exercising, she could not find it in her heart to 
deny him—or herself—any longer. 

“Yes . . . oh, yes, Zack, please love me. I want you to.” 

He kissed her tenderly as he swung his body up over hers, 
shifting her position slightly and kneeling between her out- 
stretched legs. Kate watched him through her long lashes as he 
sat back on his heels and let his gentle hands wander freely over 
her, caressing her into a warm, languorous state that was bliss- 
ful in itself while promising even greater delights to come. Her 
breathing quickened along with her excitement, and the aching 
hunger inside her was rapidly becoming unendurable. She was 
trembling with anticipation that was strongly tinged with ap- 
prehension. 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 95 


“Is it going to hurt?” she asked tremulously as he lowered 
himself to her. 

“Probably a little,” he answered truthfully. “But Dll be as 
gentle as I can and the pain won’t last long. Trust me.” — 

He sank lower and stroked her thighs. She breathed deeply as 
he slowly entered her. 

“One quick stab of pain and then no more,” he promised 
huskily. “Once that is over, my darling, it will feel better and 
better.” 

Kate cried out sharply when he thrust quickly and deeply. 
His lips covered hers instantly, as though to share and thus 
lessen her pain, and it seemed to work. The terrible hurt sub- 
sided gradually, and the feeling that replaced it changed rapidly 
from merely bearable to a deliciously sweet storm of overpower- 
ing desire. Wave after wave of incredible passion swelled and 
crashed through her. AH she wanted was to give to and receive 
pleasure from this man. 

Of course, the sensuous creature responding so fully to his 
lovemaking was an entirely different person from the cool, de- 
tached Kate Cameron of the recent past. It was as though she 
had found her true identity in Zachary Benson’s arms and was 
finally realizing the extent of her real needs. He had an uncanny 
ability to unlock and enable her to express her deepest emo- 
tions. 

“Kate . . . Kate,” he murmured against her ear. He had 
begun moving gently, gliding to her farthest reaches before 
withdrawing to start again, and after a while he felt her rising to 
meet his downward thrusts, her hands-clutching at his shoul- 
ders to pull him closer. Laughing in delight, he increased the 
pace and felt her pick up the quickened rhythm. with barely a 
pause. Her nails raked down his back, and he could hear her 
heart thundering in unison with his own. 

Kate began to feel something strange and wonderful building 
inside her, a rising tide of joy taking over her body. She didn’t 
understand what the force was that compelled her to move with 
Zack, but the resulting sensations were so exquisite that she 
abandoned herself to the purely physical enjoyment. She sur- 
rendered herself completely to Zack, and as he drove deeper 
and harder into her innermost depths she found herself whirling 
off into another dimension. 
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Zack looked down into her face, knowing she was fast ap- 
proaching her climax, and managed to hold off his own until he 
saw her expression evolve from disbelieving wonder into shin- 
ing ecstasy as she spun over the edge with a rapturous sigh. 
Then he joined her in their own private paradise. 


Shortly after dawn Kate and Zack were awakened by someone 
pounding on the door of the shed and opened their eyes to find 
the sun peeking through the small window above their heads. 

“Lieutenant Benson! Lieutenant Benson, are you in there?” 
The voice brought Zack to his feet, reaching for his holstered 
Navy Colt, which he had placed near the head of the bunk 
under the mat that served as mattress. 

“Who is it?” Zack called, already into his shirt and pulling 
on his mud-stiffened pants. 

“Israel Green. The colonel sent me to get you.” 

“Get dressed,” Zack whispered urgently to a disoriented and 
confused Kate. “I'll stall him as long as I can.’ 

Buttoning his shirt, he went closer to the door. “Hang on a 
minute, Israel. I’ve got to get all this stuff I barricaded the door 
with out of the way.” 

Kate leapt from the bunk feeling disoriented and confused 
but quickly got into her drawers and shift, pulled on her stock- 
ings and then the petticoats Zack had gathered hastily from the 
line and brought to her. 

He was now knocking over barrels and shoving boxes around 
for Green’s benefit while he shouted, “I was afraid some of 
Brown’s gang might try to break in on us because the only lady 
hostage they had escaped and is with me.” 

Then he turned to look at Kate. “Hurry, love, hurry! We 
can’t have you caught like this.” 
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Kate was staring helplessly at her corselette. She couldn’t 
possibly get into it fast enough, so she shoved it under the 
blankets, smoothed them into place, and got into her dirt- 
streaked traveling dress. Zack pulled down the line, shrugged 
into his jacket, and kicked over several shovels to keep up the 
camouflaging clatter. 

“Better hurry, Zack. Colonel Lee has the attack carefully 
planned and wants it to begin at the precise time he set up. If 
you're not there, he’ll give the command to Stuart, and you 
don’t want an Army man—a dragoon at that—leading Marines 
into battle, do you?” 

“No, of course not!” Zack yelled, stepping behind Kate to 
help her with the fastenings of her dress while she finger- 
combed her hair into a fair semblance of tidiness.- 

She stepped into her shoes while Zack unbolted the door to 
admit a young, fresh-faced lieutenant in Marine uniform wear- 
ing a saber and pistol belted to his side. 

“This is Miss Kate Cameron,” Zack said, not giving Green 
time to think or speculate about her. “She was taken hostage 
along with her uncle, Senator Cameron, and the great-nephew 
of President Washington.” 

Green was instantly all concern. “Are you all right, Miss 
Cameron? Colonel Lee has been most anxious about you, your 
uncle, and Colonel Washington.” 

“Thanks to Lieutenant Benson, I am perfectly all right, cs 
Kate assured him, “but the others are still being held in the 
firehouse by that madman.” 

“Has he actually threatened them with violence?” 

“Not while I was there,” Kate said. “He was most polite to 
me and tried to justify himself to all of us. Of course, he and his 
men are all armed and must be quite desperate by now. Two of 
his. sons were seriously wounded and may be dead. I do not 
know what might happen when you attack.” 

“Nevertheless, we must take the place. Colonel Lee has or- 
dered us not to fire in order to protect the hostages.” 

“And Lieutenant Benson is to lead the attack, I hear.” Kate 
felt a knot of fear beginning to form inside her. 

Green grinned. “Well, we all wanted the honor, but Zack is 
the senior Marine officer present. We can accept an Army man 
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as. overall commander, but only a Marine officer can lead Ma- 
rines into actual combat.” 

“Yes, my father was a Marine, so I understand that,” Kate 
replied, then took a deep breath in an effort to ease the dread 
that clutched at her. Having seen the deadly firing power of the 
rifles used by Brown’s men, she could visualize Zack falling, 
riddied with bullets, outside the firehouse and was hard put to 
keep her composure. ; 

Fortunately, her distress did not show on her face, and if it 
had, Green was too busy briefing Zack to notice. 

“Colonel Lee asked me to round up the twenty biggest, stron- 
gest Marines to carry the sledgehammers to batter in the doors 
of the firehouse.” 

“Those doors are made of heavy timber reinforced with 
iron,” Kate told them, “and they’ve chopped loopholes in them 
to accommodate their guns.” 

Zack smiled at her approvingly. “You have a good eye for 
detail, Miss Cameron, an excellent quality in a military scout or 
spy.” Opening the door, he looked outside and asked Green, 
“Where are the men?” 

“Sheltered in the culvert. We moved up during the night, and 
we're ready to go if you are.” 

Zack eyed the other man’s heavy saber as he buckled on his 
dress sword. “I should have a replacement for this toy, or other 
sidearms.” 

“All guns are to be unloaded, so it doesn’t matter much,” 
Green said, “and Ill be right behind you with my saber.” 

Zack shrugged. “Yes, I guess you’re right. One sword isn’t 
going to make all that much difference. Now, if you'll excuse 
me for a moment, Lieutenant, I'll be right with you. I want to 
check to make sure the fire is out and show Miss Cameron how 
to secure the door.” 

Green looked from Zack to Kate. “Of course, sir. But do 
hurry. It was an honor to have met you, Miss Cameron.” 

“Thank you, Lieutenant,” Kate said, wondering if Israel 
Green suspected there was something between herself and Zack 
and what his more sophisticated superiors would make of their 
night together in the shed. Then she reminded herself that stay- 
ing here had been a safety measure taken under duress, a solu- 
tion to the problem of how to stay alive. Unless they gave them- 
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selves away, no one should be the wiser as far as their personal 
relationship was concerned. No one involved in this affair knew 
they had met before, except Uncle Joe, and even he had no 
inkling of how they felt about each other. In fact, he might still 
think:she disliked Zack. 

And this morning, she wasn’t sure how she felt. What had 
seemed so exciting and thrilling last night began to look rather 
cheap and tawdry in the daylight. She had done the same thing 
she had criticized other young women for doing, let a charming 
man sweep her off her feet and into his bed. Now she was 
having qualms and doubts, especially since she didn’t know 
how Zack felt. He had never said he loved her. He had said 
many loving things during their long amorous night, but he had 
never used that particular phrase. 

Now he was taking her in his arms, his lips once more claim- 
ing hers, and she again experienced the magic touch of his kiss. 
“Kate, it was such a glorious night. You were so warm and 
loving that I haven’t the words to express my feelings for you.” 

She held on to him tightly but only said, “Be careful. Brown 
is a fanatic, driven nearly insane by the cruelty of the slave 
system, and he’ll do anything to end it.” 

“Do not worry, love. Twenty-four Marines with bayonets are 
the match of any number of desperadoes with repeating car- 
bines. This shouldn’t take much longer than twenty minutes.” 
He checked his sword in its scabbard, pulled the Colt from the 
holster, and twirled it to make sure it was reloaded. 

“Let me go with you,” she said. “I could talk to Brown.” 

“No. You stay right here inside these brick walls. I don’t 
want to risk your beautiful head being shot off.” 

“What about your head?” 

“Kate, whatever happens, this is my job. It is the reason the 
United States sent me to the academy for four years.” 

“I’ve heard talk of duty before,” she said impatiently. “My 
father was a professional soldier.” 

“And you accepted risk as a basic part of his life, did you 
not?” 

“Yes, but things are different now. Our country was never 
faced with a crisis like the current one. I’m not sure you men 
will be able to resolve it without the help of women.” 
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“Well, please let us handle this one incident,” he said with 
such a charming, pleading smile that she had to smile in return. 

“All right. Pll wait here. But hurry back.” 

“¥ will,” he promised, then kissed her again-and went out 
into the sunshine that had replaced the mist and rain of the day 
before. “Let’s go, Lieutenant Green.” 

“Yes, let’s join the men and Captain Stuart over there in the 
culvert.” é : 

“Stuart? He’s going in with us?” 

“Yes, Colonel Lee appointed him to talk to the leader of the 
raiders.” 

“That’s John Brown in there, you know.” 

“I know now that I’ve talked to you and Miss Cameron, but 
before that, the name Brown was not mentioned. People told us 
of a bearded stranger named Andrews, so that’s the name he 
must have used when he first showed up in town.” 

“Yes, but now that his true identity is known, you can see 
how useless it would be to try to negotiate. Nothing is going to 
change the mind of Osawatomie Brown.” 

Zack repeated that opinion to Cap. Jeb Stuart a few minutes 
later. 

“No, and I’m not going to try to negotiate,” said Stuart. 
“Colonel Lee has laid down his terms, and I am merely to 
repeat them to this Andrews or Brown. Strange, I actually took 
Brown prisoner once in Kansas, and it would be better now if I 
had put a bullet between his eyes then. This time he won’t have 
a chance to get away. If he doesn’t agree, I am not to listen to 
any attempts to temporize. I am simply. to step away from the 
door and wave my kepi as a signal for you to come on.” 

Zack nodded and looked around at the Marines crouched in 
the culvert, their long muskets tipped by twenty inch bayonets. 

“Oh, and, Benson, I shall take no further part in this,” Stuart 
said. “Tt is to be an all-Marine show from the moment I wave 
my hat.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

The aristocratic son of the Shenandoah Valley hesitated, and 
Zack knew he was waiting for an invitation to join the attack. 
But since the Marine Corps was supplying all the manpower, 
Zack saw no reason to share the responsibility and the glory 
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with the cavalry. When he had been in Kansas, no one had 
offered him command of a company of dragoons. 

“We'll be waiting for your signal, sir,” Zack said. 

And with a sigh Stuart left the culvert in the company of the 
vice-mayor of Harper’s Ferry, carrying a flag of truce. The 
mayor had been shot down in cold blood by Brown’s raiders 
during the first few hours of the seizure. 

As Zack and Israel Green watched the two men approach the 
firehouse, Zack said, “Divide the men into two groups of twelve 
each. Half will accompany me, and you stand by with the other 
twelve for—” 

Green’s face turned scarlet and he interrupted stiffly, “I 
didn’t have to come look for you, you know. If I had known 
you intended to leave me out of the action, I'd have—” 

“Easy, man, easy,” Zack said, putting a hand on the younger 
officer’s shouider. “I’m not leaving you out. See that heavy lad- 
der leaning against the side of the firehouse?” 

“Yes.” Green bit the word off. 

“Well, my group will try to smash the doors, but I have 
serious doubts the sledgehammers can do it, and if we’re not 
making any progress, you must come up immediately with the 
reserve, grab that fire ladder, six men to a side, and use it as a 
battering ram to force the doors open.” 

Green nodded, visibly relieved. “I think you’re right about 
those hammers, especially after Miss Cameron’s description of 
the doors.” 

“Fine. That will be our strategy, then,” Zack said, and began 
going from man to man, making sure each one’s: musket was 
unloaded. “Remember, no firing; bayonets only,” he cautioned, 
then motioned to his selected twelve to follow him. 

They crossed the distance from the culvert to the firehouse at 
a run without drawing fire and knelt just out of line of sight of 
the loopholes. One of the heavy doors had been opened a crack , 
to permit Brown and Stuart to communicate, and Zack was 
close enough to hear what was said. 

“] recognize you,” Stuart told the bearded man who stared 
out at him over the barrel of a carbine. “You are John 
‘Osawatomie’ Brown and were once my prisoner in Kansas.” 

“But you couldn’t keep me,”’ Brown replied in a dry, raspy 
voice. 
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Stuart handed a note through the crack. “These are Colonel 
Lee’s terms for your surrender.” 

Brown read the note and dropped it back outside. “The fol- 
lowing are my terms for you to take back to your colonel: my 
men are to be permitted free passage to the county line with 
their arms; pursuit will not begin from here until-they are over 
the line and—” 

Faithful to his orders, Stuart didn’t try to negotiate. Without 
saying another word, he leapt out of the line of fire, waved his 
kepi, and went down on his hands and knees. 

“Charge!” Zack yelled, waving his sword and leading the 
way. 

Shots rang out from all the loopholes in the doors and 
boarded-over windows. The man next to Zack went down, hit 
in the thigh, and just after Zack signaled the leading Marines to 
start smashing at the doors with their sledgehammers, another 
man toppled against his legs, knocking him down. 

“Hold your fire! Hold your fire!” Zack shouted as he scram- 
bled to his feet. He knew the temptation the men were fighting 
to load and use their weapons; he was aching to empty his own 
Colt right into the loopholes. “You'll get your chance to retali- 
ate with cold steel.” 

Men with crowbars were working on the next door over but 
had only a few splinters to show for their efforts, while the 
hammers clanged against the reinforced lumber with little ap- 
parent effect. 

Zack could hear Green’s men coming with the ladder and 
was glad he had thought of making use of it. They needed 
something to give them an extra push, and if all hands were put 
to manipulating the ladder, that should do it. The men bringing 
it into position had their muskets, with fixed bayonets attached, 
slung over their right shoulders so they could hold on with both 
hands. 

Rethinking his strategy, Zack ordered six of the men to stand 
by with weapons at the ready, and he and Green replaced them 
on the ladder. Then with a strong forward rush, they rammed it 
against the door. 

The results were infinitely better than the frustrating attack 
with sledgehammer and crowbar. The massive portal creaked 
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and shuddered violently, and they all took heart from this first 
proof of its vulnerability. 

“Again! Again!” Zack yelled, and the Marines backed away 
before hurling forward a second time to send the ladder crash- 
ing against the weakened barrier. 

This time a loud splintering sound was heard, and the upper 
half of the door shattered, leaving broken boards dangling and 
falling. ; 

“Now hit it low and then charge with bayonets!” Zack or- 
dered. 

The firing from inside increased as the makeshift battering 
ram slammed into the door a third time. One man on the ladder 
went down, but another immediately leapt to take his place. 
What remained of the top part of the door fell apart, and the 
lower half swung open on its hinges. 

Zack drew his sword. “Inside quick, men! Watch out for hos- 
tages and use only bayonets!” 

He leapt over the broken remnants of the door and landed 
inside; Israel Green and the rest of the Marines followed. A 
man dropped, shot through the head, dead before he hit the 
ground. The gunman who got him raised his Sharps to fire 
again, but a Marine rammed him through before he could get 
off another shot. 

There was wild confusion everywhere inside the firehouse. 
Brown’s raiders and the hostages were all mixed together in the 
gloomy, smoke-filled, cavernous space. 

A tall man with flowing gray hair, dressed in a frock coat and 
wearing a String tie, leapt up onto the old fire engine stored in a 
corner of the building and shouted at the hostages to stand to 
one side so they could be identified. From tintypes he had seen, 
Zack recognized Col. Lewis Washington. He also recognized 
the gaunt bearded man he spied kneeling in another corner, 
trying to shove extra cartridges into the chamber of his Sharps. 

“That’s him . . . That’s John Brown!’ Colonel Washington 
confirmed the man’s identity. 

Zack headed for John Brown, detouring around a big Marine 
who had bayoneted one of the gunmen, pinning him to the wall 
a few feet above the floor and leaving him to swing slowly back 
and forth on the long blade. Another of Brown’s marksmen 
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tried to take shelter under the fire engine, but a big Irish Marine 
hauled him out and ran him through repeatedly. 

“Don’t kill us! We surrender!’ others were shouting as Zack 
made his way toward their fanatic commander. 

Before he could reach Brown, the fiery-eyed abolitionist 
raised his carbine and fired. Zack felt the tug of a bullet as it 
passed through his coat sleeve. Drawing back his sword arm, he 
thrust quickly as Brown rose to his feet and swung the gun 
toward him again. The blade caught the Kansas terrorist in the 
middle and he doubled over. A loud snapping sound left Zack 
staring at what was left of his sword. The blade had struck a 
belt buckle or other hard object and broken off almost to the 
hilt. Brown had not been injured, only stunned by the force of 
the blow, and he slowly began to straighten up. Zack instinc- 
tively reached for his holstered revolver, but years of discipline 
prevailed as he remembered the order not to use firearms. He 
had to act quickly, so he resorted to the only weapon he had 
left: the heavy hilt of his sword. 

As Brown’s head came up, Zack brought his stopgap blud- 
geon down hard across the man’s skull. The abolitionist col- 
lapsed at his feet. ; 

The struggle ended quickly after that. Two unwounded raid- 
ers surrendered, several others joined the group of wounded, 
and three or four lay dead. Two Marines had been killed and 
others wounded. Brown lay in a limp heap, and when Zack bent 
-over to check him he seemed dead. 

Green came up to report that the wounded civilian moaning 
and crying so pitifully was Brown’s son Oliver, who had taken a 
bayonet in the belly. 

Colonel Washington jumped down off the fire wagon and, 
stepping over Brown, offered his hand to Zack. “Congratula- 
tions, sir. You have put an end to the scourge of Kansas without 
injuring a single one of his hostages.” 

“Thank you, sir. ’'m glad our mission was successful. Can 
you tell me if Senator Cameron is here?” 

Before Washington could reply, another man stepped for- 
ward. “I am right here, sir. You must be Lt. Zachary Benson. 
I’ve heard my niece speak of you. Do you have any idea where 
she is?” 

“She is nearby, sir, and perfectly safe.” 
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“Zack made sure of that,” Green said. “When he saw her 
trying to cross between the lines and both sides opened fire, he 
went after her.” 

“Thank God! Cameron uttered fervently. “That, by the 
way, was not Brown’s fault. One of his men in the rifle works 
who didn’t know what was going on fired and the militia an- 
swered.”” 

All three doors of the firehouse had now been forced open, 
and light was streaming in from outside. A doctor sent in by 
Colonel Lee was checking the wounded, and additional Marines 
were crowding in with stretchers to carry them out. 

“Please ask all the hostages to come this way,” Zack said to 
Colonel Washington. “Colonel Lee and Captain Stuart will 
want to talk to them.” 

“Governor Wise is also here and would like a few words,” 
Green added with a marked lack of enthusiasm. 

“First, I want to see my niece,” Senator Cameron insisted. 

“Tl take you to—” 

Zack’s words were drowned out by a particularly Sooniend 
moan from Oliver Brown, and the doctor looked up from exam- 
ining him and shook his héad. “No use to move him.” 

Oliver moaned again, and his father, presumed by everyone 
to be dead, stirred, raised his head, and rasped, “Bear up, Oli- 
ver, and die like a man!” 

The doctor rushed over to Brown, examined him briefly, and’ 
summoned stretcher bearers. ““He’s badly wounded, but I think 
he'll live with the proper attention and care.” 

“Damn!” Zack swore under his breath. That blasted dress 
sword had failed him when he needed it most. 

After the wounded had been removed and the hostages all 
accounted for, Zack accompanied Senator Cameron outside. He 
was just about to point out the railroad shed where Kate was 
waiting when he saw her running toward them, her bright hair 
streaming in the breeze. 

“We will not have to go looking for your niece, sir,” he said, 
nodding in her direction. 

Cameron smiled with relief and hurried to meet his niece. 
Zack turned to Green and asked him to take the other hostages 
to Colonel Lee. 

“Uncle Joe! Uncle Joe!” Kate hugged Cameron briefly and 
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then flung herself into Zack’s arms. “Zack! Oh, thank God you 
are safe! When I saw the door go down and you leap through it 
first, I thought my heart was going to stop.” 

“Weill, well,’ Cameron said dryly, watching as Kate kissed 
Benson on the lips. “Makes a fellow wonder just who was the 


hostage.” 
Kate blushed to the roots of her golden blond hair. “I’m 
sorry, Uncle Joe. I was worried about you, too, but . . .” She 


hesitated, cast an anxious glance at Zack, then rushed on. “This 
is Lt. Zachary Benson, Uncle Joe. You remember—I met him at 
General Scoit’s.” 

“Yes, yes, Kate. The lieutenant and I have already intro- 
duced ourselves. And you told me he was one of the general’s 
aides.” 

“Yes, sir, lam,” Zack said. He was pleased but a little embar- 
rassed by Kate’s exuberant behavior. 

“He saved my life,” Kate said, “and I”—for a moment Zack 
thought she was going to say she loved him, and much as he 
wanted to hear that, he had reasons of his own for not wanting 
her to say it right now—‘“and I am very grateful.” 

Zack grinned. “My pleasure, I assure you.” 

She stared over his shoulder at the firehouse and. shuddered. 
“What happened to John Brown?” 

“I’m afraid he’s going to live, thanks to my worthless dress 
sword.” 

Kate was shocked at his bloodthirstiness. “Isn’t it really bet- 
ter this way?” 

“No! Now the country faces a terrible dilemma, and I think 
he knows it. There will have to be a trial, which will incense the 
South, and probably a hanging, which will arouse the North. 
John Brown, dead at the scene of his crime, might have been 
forgotten. John Brown, hanged by the state of Virginia, will be 
a martyr whose ghost may go marching right through a civil 
war.” . 

Kate looked from Zack’s sober face to that of her uncle. The 
older man nodded, and she sighed, saying, “God help the 
United States.” 


Dressed in a tailored forest green broadcloth jacket and skirt 
worn with a ruffled white dimity blouse and a matching bonnet 
that tied under her chin, Kate leaned her head against. Zack’s 
shoulder as the train for Baltimore wound its way slowly along 
the banks of the Potomac. These weeks had been exhausting, 
physically and emotionally. Her mind drifted back to the fateful 
events that had begun as her uncle’s campaign train made a 
routine stop at Harper’s Ferry. Those first seventy-two hours 
had been filled with fear, bravery, horror, and romance, all of 
which now blended together in her memory and somehow 
seemed symbolized by Zack’s big, warm hand holding hers be- 
tween them on the seat. She breathed deeply of the clean, 
woodsy scent of his shaving soap and gloried in the comforting 
thought that his actions had proved that he cared for her as 
much as she did for him, even though he had never expressed 
his sentiments vocally. 

“Someday I may remember Harper’s Ferry only as the place 
where we really got to know each other,” she said softly. 

“IT hope so.” Zack’s voice was taut and strained as it had been 
most of the time since he’d received a communication by War 
Department courier—on the very day, in fact, that John Brown 
had been convicted and sentenced to death. “I sincerely hope 
that will be the way you remember it.” 

She raised her head and looked up into his troubled face, her 
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green eyes full of concern. “You are still blaming yourself for 
not killing Brown on the spot, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, more than ever, now that I’ve seen the way he used his 
trial to promote his distorted ideas and listened to the speech he 
made before he was sentenced.” 

Personally, Kate considered that speech one of the most’ 
moving she had ever heard. On the second of November, in the 
Charlestown courtroom where the swift but thoroughly fair 
seven day trial had been held, the jury had brought in guilty 
verdicts on all three charges—murder, treason, and fomenting 
insurrection—and Judge Richard Parker, before pronouncing 
sentence, had asked the prisoner if he had anything to say. 

Rising slowly, Brown had taken advantage of this final op- 
portunity to address not only those in the courtroom but also 
the great unseen audience he knew would read his words in 
newspapers all across the land. Speaking clearly and with great 
sincerity, he made his final statement. 


I see a book kissed, which I suppose to be the Bible, or at 
least the New Testament, which teaches me that all things 
whatsoever that men should do to me, I should do even so 
to them. . . . Lendeavored to act up to that instruction. I 
say I am yet too young to understand that God is any 
respecter of persons. I believe that to have interfered as I 
have always freely admitted I have done, in behalf of his 
despised poor, I did no wrong, but right. Now, if it is 
deemed necessary that I should forfeit my life for the fur- 
therance of the ends of justice, and mingle my blood fur- 
ther with the blood of my children and with the blood of 
millions in this slave country whose rights are disregarded 
by wicked, cruel, and unjust enactments, I say, let it be 
done. 


During his five minute discourse, he also said that he had not 
planned a slave insurrection or bloodshed; that he had not in- 
duced men to join him, although he had accepted volunteers; 
and that he had intended only to carry off slaves to Canada. 

“What are you thinking about?” Zack interrupted Kate’s rev- 
erie. “You look like you’re a million miles away.” 
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“Much closer than that. I was just remembering those 
strange, wild eyes of John Brown’s and the way he spoke.” 

Zack shifted in the seat and removed his hand from hers. 
“Well, it seems that neither you nor the whole country can get 
him off your minds. The Northern papers are filled with pane- 
gyrics to him, and poems and songs are being written in his 
honor.” 

“And the Southern press is filled with hymns of hate,” Kate 
countered. “They fear there are a million more like him in the 
North just waiting to attack them and their precious ‘institu- 
tion.’ ” 

“This is exactly what I predicted. Brown, dead, has suc- 
ceeded in polarizing the nation more completely than he ever 
could have when he was alive. Men like Beecher and Giddings 
and Lincoln are taking advantage of his raid to destroy the 
South.” 

“What about Wade and Jefferson Davis?” Kate asked. “And 
Governor Wise, for that matter? If he had had the sense and 
courage to live up to his name, he would have commuted 
Brown’s sentence and not given the abolitionists such a conve- 
nient martyr.” 

“JT presume you are speaking as a member of the slave-own- 
ing aristocracy?” 

There was a bitterness in Zack’s voice that gave Kate pause. 
Looking into his face, she saw the hard lines that had appeared 
around his mouth. 

“Zack, what’s wrong? You sound as though you think we are 
on different sides in this matter, and I don’t think that’s true. 
Above everything else, I am loyal to the Union, and I feel you 
are, too.” 

“Not having a personal stake in the slavery controversy, I see 
it mainly as an issue that people seem bent on using to destroy 
the country.” 

Once more he had avoided a direct commitment, and Kate 
had a nagging suspicion that whatever was bothering him 
wasn’t going to be remedied by arguing the rights and wrongs 
of slavery. Maybe for now it would be better to get the conver- 
sation back on a more personal level. 

“Let’s forget about that for the time being,” she suggested, 
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tilting her head back. “Kiss me and then let’s talk about some- 
thing pleasant—like us.” 

Zack raised an eyebrow and nodded toward the other passen- 
gers and the rear of the coach where her uncle was engaged in a 
argument with two political cronies. “Isn’t this train a bit too 
public for a Southern lady to engage.in an amorous embrace?” 

Kate stared at him. “Can this be the same Southern gen- 
‘tleman who seduced me in a railroad shed in the middle of a 
battle? You didn’t seem to be concerned with matters of deco- 
rum then. Nor later at the hotel in Charlestown when Uncle Joe 
had to confer with the lawyers about our testifying.” 

' “T wasn’t, but as I told you, I’m not a real gentleman. I’m 
one only by act of Congress—said status having been conferred 
along with my commission.” 

Kate frowned. Why was he being so . . . well, so unfeeling 
about their having made love when he’d been so eager and 
passionate each time it had happened? ““What’s wrong, Zack? 
Was there upsetting news in that message you received?” 

“What message?” 

“The one that came by courier from Washington while the 
trial was still going on.” 

“Oh, that. No, that didn’t amount to anything.” 

“Who was it from? Why does it bother you? You’ve been 
... I don’t know . . . different ever since you received it. At 
times you almost seem to turn on me.” 

“Ah, no, Kate love, I wouldn’t do that.” Suddenly his old 
warmth broke through the wall of cynicism he had erected be- 
tween them, and he was smiling down at her, his dark eyes 
glowing. “Nothing could make me do that, my darling Kate. 
The dispatch had nothing to do with you.” 

“What did it have to do with?” she demanded, tired of his 
on-again, off-again aloofness and dissembling. “Who was it 
from?” 

He shrugged. “A man named Lafayette Baker.” 

“Is he someone I should know?” 

“Hardly. He’s a recently appointed major in the Army but 
not one of any importance.” 

“For someone of no importance, he certainly has had a 
strange effect on you. What does he want?” 

“Just to ask me some questions about my past.” 
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Kate sighed. What could that be all about? Why would an 
Army major be interrogating a-Marine lieutenant about his past 
or anything else? 

She opened her mouth to ask, but before she could frame the 
words, Zack tilted up her chin and smiled into her eyes. “Don’t 
bother your pretty head’about all this nonsense, sweetheart. ’'m 
just out of sorts because of Brown’s execution and the way it’s 
being received in the North and South. I keep thinking how 
much better it would be if I had just pulled my revolver and 
shot him when he aimed that carbine at me instead of obeying 
the order not to use firearms.” 

“You blame yourself too:much,” she said, unconvinced that 
that was the reason behind his odd behavior, recalling all too 
clearly that. the change had begun only after the arrival of Ma- 
jor Baker’s message. 

But Zack’s bad mood seemed to have vanished for the time 
being, and she didn’t press the point, especially when he 
glanced around briefly to make sure no one was watching, then 
lifted her face to claim her lips in a long, stirring kiss. 

When he finally raised his head, he looked into her eyes ten- 
derly. “I love you, Kate . . . Always remember that. No mat- 
ter what you hear about me and even though I may not be 
around to remind you, it will still be true. Regardless of what 
happens to us in the terrible times ahead, never doubt that I 
love you and always will.” 

Kate snuggled closer, thrilled to hear the words she had 
longed for, and let herself be lulled and excited by his kisses. 
Later, when she had time to think about it, she would wonder 
about his words and the way they were phrased, but for the 
moment, it was enough that he had said them. 

When they arrived in the capital, they all descended from the 
train into bright sunlight and made their way to the line of 
hacks for hire. Zack had to report to General Scott, and Kate 
and Senator Cameron were heading home to hot baths and a 
few hours sleep. 

“Will I see you later today?” Kate asked Zack while her 
uncle was conferring with one of his political aides. 

“Yes... No... To tell you the truth, Kate, I just don’t 
know. After I report to General Scott, I'll have to talk with 
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Major Baker. If I find I can call this evening, Pll send a mes- 
sage.” 
- “There’s no need to be so formal,” she said. ““We mean too 
much to each other to stand on social ceremony.” 
“Perhaps, but on the other hand, it might be best to keep up 
appearances since we cannot make any plans for the future just 


yet.” 
“Why can’t we?” 
“Well . . . you must know by now that I’m not a good mar- 


riage prospect. I have only my salary as a Marine Corps lieuten- 
ant and—” 

“You ought to be promoted at least to captain for your past 
in the capture of John Brown.” 

He shook his head. “No, that will not happen. You see, in my 
report I indicated that Lieutenant Green was in command and 
that he was the one who took Brown prisoner.” 

Kate’s green eyes widened in surprise. ““Why did you do that? 
You earned the credit, and I’m sure Green would prefer that 
you took it.” 

“Tf there is any credit due for what we did, I’d just as soon he 
have it and the publicity that goes with it. Actually, there won’t 
be a great deal of either since stories are already circulating in 
both the Northern and Southern press that Jeb Stuart was in 
command, that it was he who finally ran Brown to ground after 
chasing him all over Kansas.” 

“And Stuart is going along with that?” 

“No. He’s doing his best to set the record straight and has 
written letters explaining that as a U.S. Cavalry officer he 
couldn’t have commanded a Marine company in action, that all 
he did was speak to Brown and get out of the way, but you 
know how the press is, once it gets its teeth into something.” 

“Well, it doesn’t really matter as far as we’re concerned,” 
Kate said. “I’m not in a position where I need to be supported. 
I’m quite well off, you know.” 

He nodded gravely. “Yes, I know, and I’m a pauper with not 
even a good name to give you.” 

Kate adjusted her bonnet and smiled up at him. “Zachary 
Benson sounds like a perfectly good name to me.” 

“Perhaps, but it’s hardly a distinguished one like yours, 
which impresses even General Scott.” 
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Kate’s eyes flashed. “Are you trying to tell me that we cannot 
marry because of some silly notion about the difference in our 
social status? I will not stand for such nonsense! I am not a 
flighty girl who gives her heart, or herself, lightly, but now that 
I have, I do not intend to—” 

“Don’t jump to conclusions,” Zachary broke in. “There are 
great changes coming in this country that are bound to affect all 
our stations, and opportunities will open up for a young man 
with a sword and courage to advance in the world.” 

What was he saying? That, like Noel, he was looking forward 
to quick advancement in the army of a secessionist government 
that did not yet exist? “I don’t think I understand,” Kate re- 
plied uneasily. “What has that to do with us?” 

“Don’t try to understand. It will all become clear later. Just 
remember that I love you, that I'll never stop loving you, and 
anything I do, any plans I make, will be with you in mind.” He 
kissed her quickly, and before she could protest further, he dis- 
appeared into the hack that had just pulled up alongside them. 

Senator Cameron had turned just in time to see the hasty 
embrace. He cleared his throat and gave Kate a stern look. 
“Well, my dear, would you like to explain what that was about? 
Have things progressed faster between you two than I have 
been informed of?” 

Kate was annoyed with Zack and in no mood to bandy 
words. “Uncle Joe, I am twenty-four years old and have my 
own estates and money. I am not a giddy girl who indulges in 
silly affairs. Zachary Benson and I are quite serious about each 
other.” 

“Weil, that’s plain enough. Under the circumstances and 
with all this talk of secession going on, it might be best for you 
to return to Richmond.” 

So he wanted to return her to the supervision of her mother, 
did he? Didn’t he realize how useless that would be? Alvina 
Cameron had never made a decision or enforced a rule in her 
life; she had in fact.relied on her levelheaded daughter to take 
care of her and the plantation ever since her husband’s death. 
As for Virginia seceding, Kate found it hard to believe that one 
of the pillars upon which the Union was founded would aban- 
don it, and she said as much. 

Joseph Cameron sighed heavily. “I personally shall do every- 
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thing in my power to hold her, and I know Alexander Stephens 
will do the same; but one never knows what will happen in such 
grievous times.” 

“T, too, am steadfast for the Union,’ Kate reminded him, 
“and will remain with it to the end, just as my father would 
have.” 

“What about Lieutenant Benson?” 

“T think he feels the same way, but I cannot vouch for it.” 

Her uncle gazed at her sadly. ‘““My dear niece, this is no time 
for a young woman to fall in love. Not now when men will kill 
and die in war.” 





‘Washington, D.G6.—1861 
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“What . . . what are you doing here?” Kate demanded, lower- 
ing her pistol slowly as Zachary Benson climbed over the bal- 
cony railing just outside the French doors to her bedroom and 
stood smiling at her in the moonlight. 

“T had to see you,” he said, reaching to take the gun from her 
hand. 

“After well over a year, you suddenly felt a need to see me?” 
Her voice was brittle. “You’ll pardon me, but I find that a bit 
hard to believe.” 

Zack winced. “I would have come long before if duty had 
permitted.” 

“Duty?” Her tone turned scathing. “What duty? You are not 
in the service of either side.” 

She thought his gaze wavered for a moment, but she could 
not be sure with his face in shadow and hers in bright moon- 
light. 

“TI suppose that means you know that I was cashiered from 
the Marine Corps and ordered to leave the Washington Military 
District?” 

Kate nodded. “Yes, and I suppose you know you almost 





broke General Scott’s heart . . . not to mention what you did 
to me?” 
“Kate .. . Kate, please believe that everything I’ve done, 


every step I’ve taken, has been for what I believe in.” 
“Yes, I’m sure. So say all the others who side with the rebel- 
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lion. Most of them, however, resigned their commissions; I 
don’t know of any, except you, who were cashiered.” 

A balmy breeze stirred the wisteria vine, allowing the moon 
to shine on his face long enough for her to see his lips twist into 
an ironic smile. “That was because of my relationship with—” 

“Relationship? I thought you’d claim it was only a fling.” 

“Ah... Rose O’Neal Greenhow is not a woman with 
whom one has a fling.” 

“So it is serious,” Kate all but whispered, feéling fresh pain 
overlay the old in her aching heart. “I should have known.” 

He put out a pleading hand, but she backed away as though 
he had tried to strike her. “Kate, please try to understand and 
trust me.” 

“Oh, I trust you,” she said tartly. “I trust you to break my 
heart just as you’ve broken those of so many other unsuspecting 
females. I trust you to lie every chance you get and to betray 
everything you said you believed in! And what for? A cheap 
affair with an overaged, overripe seductress!” 

He chuckled softly and came closer, angering her by backing 
her against the balustrade of the gallery and leaning forward to 
place a hand on either side so that she was trapped between his 
arms. Hands clenched into fists, she pounded on his chest in a 
sudden outburst of fury. 

Zack grunted and caught her wrists, holding them against the 
railing and bringing his face down close to hers. “Why, you 
little firebrand, I think you’re jealous! There’s no need to be, 
love. The woman isn’t worth it:” 

Her green eyes blazed into his, and she hissed through 
clenched teeth, “I am zot jealous!” 

“The devil you’re not! Why else are you shaking like a leaf 
and so angry you can’t see straight?” 

“Not because of that,” she insisted stubbornly as his arms 
closed around her trembling body. The closeness and warmth of 
him threatened to dissolve her resistance to this man. And 
when he let go of her wrists to stroke her back, she tingled with 
excitement in spite of herself. Clad in only a peach silk night- 
dress and matching dressing gown, she was acutely aware of her 
vulnerability and of the magic his presence and caresses could 
weave. She knew she had to break the spell or passion would 
override her common sense and propriety once again. 
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“Let go of me! You’ve no right whatsoever to be here! If you 
don’t leave at once, Pll call my maid and have her summon 
help!” 

“You can also send for Major Baker and have me arrested 
and shot if you’ve a mind to,” he whispered. “But you don’t 
really want me to let go of you, do you?” 

“Yes . . . Yes, I do. But I do not want to have you arrested 
and shot, even if you are a traitor.” 

“Who says I’m a traitor?” 

“Rose O’Neal Greenhow, for one.” 

“Well, she certainly should know one when she sees one,” he 
said with a sardonic laugh. 

Was it possible he wasn’t a traitor? Kate asked herself, and 
tried to remember back through all the intervening months. So 
much had happened since that terrible night when she had un- 
expectedly come upon Zack paying court to that dreadful 
woman. Could she have misjudged him? 


She remembered the afternoon Noel Philips came-by to make 
his dramatic announcement. 

“Kate, my dearest, I am leaving Washington forever! I am 
going to offer my sword to the brave new Confederacy!” 

But before that, Abraham Lincoln had won the election and 
his inauguration had been threatened by the secessionists in 
Washington and Virginia who had sworn he would never take 
Office. 

Buchanan’s reaction to the open threat had been to wring his 
hands and pray, but General Scott had taken a firm stand and 
announced: “‘He’ll be sworn in as President, and the Constitu- 
tion will be upheld, if I have to line up cannons, wheel to wheel, 
on Pennsylvania Avenue and blow his way to the ceremony at 
the Capitol building.” 

And he had carried out his promise, conducting the inaugu- 
ration parade as though it were a military operation. People 
laughed at the display of military might, but thousands of Balti- 
more bullies remained in front of bars, contenting themselves 
with shouts of “Hooray for the Southern Confederacy!” instead 
of trying to disrupt the proceedings. Perhaps on viewing the 
steady ranks of regular troops, they decided Scott meant it 
when he’d told the press: “Those guns are all going to be 
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double-loaded with grapeshot, and God help the Rebel who 
tries to get to the President-elect.” 

Once Lincoln was sworn in, the Southern senators began 
making farewell speeches and leaving Washington as they had 
said they would. Finally, only Andrew Johnson, newly elected 
Unionist Democrat from the state of Tennessee, and Senator 
Joseph Cameron of Virginia remained in their seats. 

“I’m afraid Virginia will join the rest,” Kate’s uncle had told 
her, ‘and then you and I shall have to leave here, no matter 
what my personal beliefs and principles are.” 

“But the people of Virginia do not want to leave the Union,” 
she had protested. 

“The people do not always get what they want,” had been his. 
dry, disillusioning reply. 

Soon congressmen ‘had followed the lead of the defecting sen- 
ators, and then Army and Navy officers began resigning, one at 
a time at first and then in rapidly increasing numbers. 

It was during that period of upheaval that Noel had come to 
tell her that he was leaving to offer his sword to “the brave new 
Confederacy.” 

When her only response had been silence, he had looked 
hurt. “Well, I must say that your enthusiasm is less than over- 
whelming. I thought that as a Virginia lady, you might spare a 
few words of praise and encouragement.” 

“I save my words of praise for those who remain loyal to the 
Union and the Constitution,” she told him icily. 

“Kate, that kind of talk was all right when this was all one 
country, but now it is two, and you are a woman of the South. 
You cannot be loyal to a-conglomeration of race mixers pre- 
sided over by a baboon whose knuckles scrape the ground when 
he walks and whose visage frightens smalf children.” 

“None of that is true. Mr. Lincoln may not be the most 
handsome man I have ever seen, but now that he is President, 
Senator Douglas supports him and so do all real Democrats, 
myself included.” 

Noel’s lip curled in a sneer. “Real Democrats like that back- 
woods sailor Andy Johnson? Or did you mean that guttersnipe 
——Zachary Benson?” 

Kate stared at him blankly. She hadn’t seen Zack for a long 
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time but felt impelled to leap to his defense. ““Guttersnipe? You 
had better choose your words more carefully, Noel Philips.” 

Noel almost choked with laughter. “You’ll change your tune 
when you hear what I found out. You know that ‘businessman’ 
father who turned out to be a riverboat captain? Well, he wasn’t 
even that. He’s a riverboat gambler! And Zack used to be a pilot 
on a riverboat that featured gambling and ladies of easy virtue 
who pretended to be actresses. Imagine! Scum like that passing 
himself off as an officer and a—”’ 

“He graduated from Annapolis,” Kate reminded him 
sharply. 

“Oh, yes, V’li warrant he’s smart enough for that, but from 
the very beginning, he was sailing under false colors. And that’s 
not ail! Wait until you hear this—he’s virtually moved in with 
Rose O’Neal Greenhow, a lady notorious for her easy virtue, 
even if she is one of our own.” 

Kate felt as though she had been kicked in the stomach by a 
horse. She wanted to double up and scream with pain. But she 
was a soldier’s daughter, and soldiers’ daughters did not allow 
themselves to behave like hurt children, so she held her head 
high and hid her clenched fists in the voluminous folds of her 
rose-sprigged pink muslin dress. 

“I hope all this doesn’t come as too big a disappointment to 
you,” Noel continued, “but I felt it was my duty to tell you.” 

“Yes, ’m sure you.did,” Kate replied coolly. 

“Especially since I knew you had to associate with the fellow 
during the John Brown affair.” Noel tried to look sympathetic 
but couldn’t hide his smugness. “I understand he also tried to 
take credit for Jeb Stuart and Israel Green’s capture of Brown.” 

Kate stared at him without. commenting. She still didn’t 
know why Zack had not wanted credit for successfully ending 
the standoff at Harper’s Ferry. - 

“My poor Kate,” Noel murmured, coming closer to where 
she stood as stili as a statue. “This has been terribly hard on 
you. You got taken in like so many other women. Zachary Ben- 
son is not even good enough to touch the hem of your dress. I 
feel responsible for introducing you to the cad, but you'll forget 
all about him as soon as you’re back in Richmond.” 

He puiled her into his arms, and she made no move to resist. 
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She felt so numb that it didn’t seem to matter that he was tilting 
back her head and kissing her cold lips. 

That Zack had taken up with Rose O’Neal Greenhow was 
absolutely unforgivable. What could he see in that flashy widow 
a dozen or more years older than he-—-a woman who was sus- 
pected of being a Southern agent? 

“You belong to me, Kate. We were meant to be together, war 
or no war, and no matter who tries to come between us. Our 
lands lie side by side, our fathers were friends, and we grew up 
together. I was in love with you when I was eight and I still 
am.” 

Kate sighed. Perhaps she had been too hard on Noel. After 
all, he had been devoted to her all these years. But how could 
she love a man who was abandoning his nation, his commission, 
and his flag to join with a few thousand fanatics who were 
carrying the people of the South into a civil war to support a 
slaveholding aristocracy? 

“You know how much I love you, my darling,” he was whis- 
pering huskily, his lips caressing the taut smooth skin of her 
cheeks and moving along her jaw to her delicate earlobes. 

She heard the words, but they meant nothing. Her thoughts 
were still on Zack and Rose O’Neal Greenhow. She wouldn’t 
have believed Noel’s story for a minute if she herself hadn’t 
stumbled on to Zack in the company of the blatantly sensual 
widow. 

For months after their return to Washington, she hadn’t 
heard a word from Zack, and she couldn’t help thinking it must. 
have something to do with his summons by Maj. Lafayette 
Baker. Gossip in the capital had it that Baker was a former 
vigilante in San Francisco and other areas of California, that he 
hated the South and. was now in command of a group of secret 
agents who were digging into the lives of anyone suspected of 
disloyalty to the Union.. Had Zack been investigated? she had 
wondered. Had he become frightened and gone South? Those 
and a thousand other possibilities had passed through her mind 
as she waited and worried. 

Then one night she saw him, and the chance encounter did 
nothing to relieve her mind. She had been invited to the home 
of Senator Willow, a secessionist leader whose wife used her 
large Georgetown home to host gatherings to further the South- 
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ern cause. Kate never knew exactly why she had been invited, 
and she didn’t stay long enough to find out because on entering 
the foyer the first person she had seen was Zachary Benson. 

And he wasn’t alone, although that: was her initial impres- 
sion, and she had raised one gloved hand in greeting before 
seeing a woman almost out of sight behind a pillar of the ele- 
gant rosewood-paneled room. With a shock, Kate recognized 
the stunning dark-haired Rose O’Neal Greenhow as Zack drew 
her forward, put his arms around her, and placed his lips 
against the side of her neck. 

Kate had stood, stunned and stricken, unable to move or 
speak, and heard him say, “Let’s leave now, darling. I’ve been 
wanting to be alone with you ever since we met.” 

The woman smiled seductively and caressed his cheek with 
her fingertips, and he slipped an arm around her waist and 
turned her toward the door. It was then that he saw Kate and 
stiffened. His mouth opened as though to say something, but 
Kate didn’t give him a chance: She darted past a couple the 
butler was just. admitting and burst out the door in time to see 
Charles, her uncle’s coachman, starting to drive off. 

“Charles! Charles, wait!” she called, and ran toward the car- 
riage as fast as her numerous petticoats and crinoline would 
permit. 

Charles looked around in surprise, clucked to the mixed 
grays, and got down from the driver’s seat. “Somethin’ wrong, 
Miz Kate?” he asked anxiously. 

“No .. . I just decided not to stay,” she said, and let him 
help her into the vehicle. 

She didn’t look back. If she had, she would have seen a dis- 
tressed Zack standing under the porte cochere staring after her. 

Remembering the vivid sense of betrayal she had felt that 
night caused Kate to allow Noel more leeway than she usually 
did. And perhaps because Zack had stirred her slumbering sen- 
suality to life, or because she wanted revenge, Kate began to 
respond to Noel’s kisses, returning them so eagerly that when 
he raised his head, his blue eyes were gleaming with excitement 
and daring. 

“Come south with me, Kate! We’ll be married in Richmond. 
Ill wear my new uniform as a captain of the Confederate 
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Army, and you will be the most beautiful bride there ever was 
in a city known for its beautiful women!” 

That broke the spell. Kate blinked and pushed away from 
him, forcing herself up out of the slough of self-pity and de- 
spondency into which Noel’s disquieting news had thrown her. 
This wasn’t what she wanted. 

“T’ll make you proud of me, Kate. I promise I will!” 

“Proud? How could I ever be proud of a man fighting for a 
cause I abhor, no matter how bravely?” she demanded. 

But her kisses were still too warm on his lips and his body too 
aware of the moment when hers had yielded to his for her 
words to discourage him. 

“You will have to return to Richmond sooner or later, you 
know. Once Virginia secedes, your unele will come home and 
he’ll bring you with him. Then I’ll make you mine. One way or 
the other, I’m going to have you, Kate, and don’t you ever 
doubt or forget it!” 

With a dramatic flourish of his hat, Noel had departed, leav- 
ing her unhappy and wondering what would happen if they met 
again. She had no intention of marrying Noel, but she hadn’t 
had any intention of responding to him physically just now-—— 
yet she had. How could she ever again be sure of what she 
would do under any circumstances? 

One did not die of a broken heart, she was learning. Life went 
on in spite of emotional upheaval, and choices and decisions 
still had to be made. She was the one who would have to decide 
whether to spend the rest of her life alone or married to a man 
she did not love, and she wasn’t ready to do that just yet. 


In the days and weeks that followed, Kate went through the 
motions of living a normal life in a Washington that was fast 
becoming a madhouse. Despite the mass exodus of Southern 
legislators, it was still a -pro-South city, and she heard rumors 
constantly that it was about to be seized by an army made up of 
the state militias of South and North Carolina, Tennessee, Mis- 
sissippi, Alabama, and other seceding states. Only a few of the 
slave states still remained in the Union. Kate knew a strong 
possibility existed that the city, cut off from the North because ~ 
trains couldn’t get through secessionist Baltimore, might be 
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seized and used as the capital of the Confederacy rather than 
that of the Union. 

If the troops sent by Northern states to defend Washington 
couldn’t pass through Baltimore, the capital would be defended 
only by the regulars Scott had brought into town’before the 
election, its own militia, and the Marines at the Navy Yard. At 
the time, Kate thought Zachary Benson must be among the 
latter since he no longer seemed to be on Scott’s staff. Much as 
Kate tried to convince herself that she didn’t care what hap- 
pened to him, she felt a pang of apprehension every time the 
unwelcome thought crossed her mind that he might be killed in 
an attack on the city. And as time went on, such an attack 
seemed more and more likely. The governors of sixteen states 
had sent messages of support and called out troops, but still 
none had arrived and the situation was growing critical. 

Lincoln called up twenty companies of the District of Colum- 
bia militia, the bridges across the Potomac were blocked off by 
Scott’s artillery, and the Treasury, the Post Office, and the Cap- 
itol building were barricaded with sandbags and revetments. 
General Scott moved to a house near the Treasury building and 
told Kate that he was determined to make his last stand there 
with the entire government sheltered inside’ his lines. 

“Where are the pgs, was the anxious question on every- 
one’s lips. 

When the loud whistle of a train, the first in several days, was 
heard, Kate and her uncle climbed into his gig and drove to the 
station. A lot of other folks had the same idea, and the Camer- 
ons found themselves part of a huge crowd waiting for the train 
to pull in. A relieved cheer went up as the kepi-capped heads of 
troops came into view. Minutes later, a company of regulars 
from Minnesota and four hundred sixty volunteers from Penn- 
sylvania poured out of the coaches. 

The Pennsylvanians, attacked by a mob between stations in 
Baltimore, had fought their way through the streets to the de- 
pot where their train was waiting. 

Welcome as the troops were, they were only a handful, and 
the timid among the citizenry startéd to leave the city by the 
wagon route to Harrisburg or by riverboat via the Potomac. 
Kate didn’t know whether to be amused or frightened when she 
noticed that the Prussian embassy had hoisted their largest flag 
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to make sure the conquering Confederate troops would recog- 
nize the property as Prussian territory. Fear pervaded the whole 
town; shops began to shutter their windows, and vacant houses 
stood everywhere. Helping with the marketing one day, she was 
appalled to discover that the price of flour had recently shot up 
from seven dollars to fifteen dollars a barrel. 

Across the Potomac, the Confederates had advanced to a 
position opposite Washington, and Harper’s Ferry was now in 
their hands. Then Virginia seceded, and they seized the Norfolk 
Navy Yard. Before fieeing, however, loyal Union officers did 
manage to burn most of the usable warships, including the 
steam frigate Merrimack. 

Senator Joseph Cameron had to obey the orders of the gover- 
nor of the state that had elected him and return home. He was 
dismayed when his niece stubbornly refused to accompany him. 

“T’ll keep the house open,” she told him. “You'll be back in a 
few weeks.” 

“No, my dear, I’m afraid not,” he said sorrowfully. “This 
isn’t going to be settled in a few weeks. Kate, your mother 
needs you, and I fear for your safety if you remain here.” 

“Uncle Joe, I cannot go right now. There are things here I 
have to attend to, commitments I’ve made that have to be hon- 
ored.”” What she didn’t mention was that she was afraid that if 
she left Washington, she would never see Zack again. In spite of 
his betrayal and his continued failure to contact her, she wasn’t 
ready to give up hope entirely. “Don’t worry. I’ll be safe with 
General Scott as a friend and the servants to look after me.” 

He disagreed, but since she was of age and not his ward, he 
couldn’t force her to leave. 

Once he was gone, Kate’s secretarial duties ended, and she 
offered her services to help nurse the wounded of the Massachu- 
setts regiment that had fought its way through to Washington. 

Troops poured into the city from then on, and soon there 
were demands that something be done about the insolent Rebel 
forces gathered across the river. After due consideration of his 
green army and its lack of officers, General Scott vetoed such a 
risky project. But a new field commander, Brig. Gen. Irvin Mc- 
Dowell—a short, intense young man who wore uniforms every 
bit as ornate as Scott’s—ignored the old man’s advice. He lis- 
tened to the politicians in Congress and the War Department 
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and prepared to lead the army across the Potomac and on to- 
ward General Beauregard’s Confederate troops drawn. up 
around Manassas and Bull Run. 

The troops marched out of the city followed by hundreds of 
civilians in a festive mood. Riding in carriages and carrying 
picnic baskets and parasols, they set out to view the battle. Kate 
watched them go from a window in General Scott’s quarters 
and couldn’t help believing the old man’s ominous prediction of 
a disastrous ending for the expedition. 

“Tt is a foolish mistake, but they wouldn’t listen to me,” he 
told her. “This war will not be a picnic. It will take four years 
and all the forces we can muster to defeat such an enemy. Odd 
to think of Virginia as part of the enemy, isn’t it, my dear girl?” 

“Yes, sir, but unfortunately it’s true. You and I do not have a 
home state anymore.” 

“You're right.” The elderly warrior sighed deeply. “Virginia, 
the enemy. I think I have outlived my time. I know the politi- 
cians think I have.” 

“General, you still have the best strategic mind in the coun- 


try. ” 
“But what good does it do in an old man who can’t take the 
field? Our country needs another man . . . a young man. If I 


could have persuaded Lee to take command, I would have been 
content to return to West Point and die in retirement, but with 
McDowell, I expect disaster. The worst part is that I have a 
plan that will strangle the South slowly but surely. Any other 
plan hasn’t a chance of success.” 

“I wish I could be of help, General. Isn’t there anything I can 
do to be of assistance?” 

Scott laughed. “Right now, I badly need veteran staff officers, 
and while I’m sure you have a better sense of strategy than most 
of the young bucks they send me, I doubt if Secretary of War 
Simon Cameron, even though he is a distant relative of yours, 
would grant you a commission.” 

Kate joined in his laughter. “So do I. But I just had an idea: 
if I acted as your secretary, wouldn’t it relieve an officer for 
other duties?” 

Scott looked at her in surprise. Basically an eighteenth cen- 
tury gentleman who had somehow survived into the second half 
of the nineteenth, the idea of a civilian secretary, and a woman 
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at that, was rather outlandish, but the greatest war in the na- 
tion’s history has just been dumped in his lap and he had practi- 
cally no staff. 

“Miss Kate, your father was of great help to me, and I see no 
real reason why you couldn’t be; so if you’re serious, I accept: 
your offer. If the secretary objects, I’ll take my request to old 
Abe himself. The fellow has no taste for good food or wine, 
which I find deplorable, but he does seem open to new ideas in 
the military . . . even to my Anaconda plan.” Scott stopped 
abruptly, as though wondering if he should have mentioned 
that, but after a moment, he shrugged. “Well, if you’re not 
loyal, my girl, no one is. Anaconda is what I call my scheme to 
win this abominable war, and if you are to be my military secre- 
tary, you’ll know about it sooner or later.” 

He left it at that and went on to talk of other things, mainly 
his gloomy predictions of what was going to happen to General 
McDowell as he wandered around Virginia with his ill-trained 
army of militia. 

The first indications that he was right came in the form of 
rumors on Tuesday morning. Sounds in the street wakened 
Kate at dawn, and she got up and looked out the window. The 
gas lights along the street were already out, and although first 
light had not yet penetrated its leafy cover, she could hear hur- 
rying hoofbeats and excited voices. 

Summoning her maid with the bell beside her bed, she laid 
out street clothes—a-moderate crinoline in a deep gold color, 
decorated with three rows of black braid slightly above the scal- 
loped hem of the skirt. It buttoned up the front to a spill of 
white lace ruffles at the neckline, and its sleeves were split to 
-reveal ruffled white undersleeves. She would wear the custom- 
ary lace-trimmed cap that matched the undersleeves and tied 
under her chin with golden ribbons. An embroidered lawn shift 
and underpants, stockings, corselette, and petticoats were ail 
laid out on the bed by the time Marigold came hurrying in with 
a pitcher of hot water for the basin on Kate’s dresser. 

“I’m going to the War Department to find out what’s happen- 
ing,” Kate told the girl as she dressed. 

“It’s all ovah town already, Miz Kate,” Marigold said. “Men 
say there was a big battle and our troops are fallin’ back.” 

“That’s only a rumor—and a bad one,” Kate replied, step- 
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ping into the first of the petticoats and wishing, not for the first 
time, that women could dress in a simpler fashion. “Don’t re- 
peat it, please.” 

Half an hour later, she stepped out into bright sunlight and 
heard the dull rumbling of distant cannons as she hurried to the 
gig where Moses, a small black boy who was good with horses, 
waited for her. 

“Where we goin’, Miz Kate?” 

“General Scott’s office. He’s going to need me badly today 
whether my appointment to act as his secretary has come 
through or not.” 

All along the way, -they passed people with anxious faces, 
rushing around seeking news. And as they neared their destina- 
tion they began to see evidence that all was not well. Dust- 
covered, fatigued-looking officers galloped by them to dismount 
and hurry inside the building where Kate was headed. 

Instructing Moses to pull up near the side door closest to 
General Scott’s offices, Kate got. down quickly without waiting 
for assistance. 

“Wait for me, Moses, no matter how long I’m here.” She 
took a silver dollar from her reticule and tossed it to him. 
“That’s for food for you and the horse. Find something to do, 
but don’t wander off too far and stay out of trouble.” 

“Yes’m, I be here iffen we has to flee the city.” 

Kate shuddered. “Don’t even think things like that. The city 
is safe and we'll keep it safe.” 

A few moments later she heard an officer rushing inside with 
a dispatch call to nearby militia officers. “McDowell has met 
Beauregard at Bull Run and we are beaten. Those damn volun- 
teers ran away!” 

Two sentries crossed their bayonets in front of Kate as she 
tried to enter. “You got a pass, miss?” asked the corporal of the 
guard. - 

Kate looked at him, startled. This kind of security hadn’t 
existed yesterday. Refusing to be intimidated, she drew herself 
up to her full height and assumed her most haughty manner. “I 
am General Scott’s new secretary, and I’m sure he will not 
appreciate your detaining me today of all days.” 

The corporal looked at the sentries, shrugged, then gestured 
for them to let her pass. “All right, miss, go on in. General 
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Scott sure can use some extra help today. They can throw you 
out if they don’t want you.” 

“Thank you, Corporal,” Kate said, and went inside. The cor- 
ridors were filled with hurrying civilians and officers, and Kate 
could hear at least three telegraph keys clacking rapidly. A 
messenger came dashing out of one office, message in hand, and 
nearly ran into her. She sidestepped at the last second, and he 
plunged on by, scarcely seeming to notice her. 

Slipping quietly into the general’s office and finding no one in 
the reception room, she crossed to the door of what he called 
the War Room. Apparently Scott was having. one of his severe 
gout attacks, and Kate could see the pain on his face as he lay 
on the couch and used an extralong pointer to indicate places 
on a huge map hanging on the wall. A black servant was fan- 
ning him, and several Army officers and Secretary of War Cam- 
eron, a distant cousin of her father and uncle’s, were present. 

Secretary of State Seward was just leaving as Kate entered 
and paused long enough to whisper, “Tell no one, Miss Cam- 
eron, but the battle is lost. The telegraph says McDowell is in 
full retreat and calls on General Scott to save the capital.” 

“That’s an improvement,” Kate said crisply. “A week ago he 
wouldn’t even talk to the general.” 

Seward gave her a distracted look and went on out. Kate 
stepped farther into the room and stood listening to what Scott 
was saying. 

“We'll place the troops we can get together here to cover the 
chain bridge and bring up that sloop of war in the river to cover 
the Navy Yard bridge. I am told that Colonel Sherman has his 
brigade well in hand and is holding Arlington Heights. Some 
regiments are reportedly still fighting in good order and retreat- 
ing with their arms.” 

“What is going to happen to us?” Secretary Cameron asked 
worriedly. 

Scott, his face pale but resolute, looked up at him. “Why, sir, 
we are going to go on fighting. No one should ever have be- 
lieved that a summer excursion of militia would end this busi- 
ness.” 

Kate made her way to the couch and accepted a chair an 
officer pushed forward, opened her notepad, and held her pencil 
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ready. Scott smiled at her faintly and looked up at Cameron 
again. 

“This is the young lady I mentioned in my memo to you, sir. 
I believe she is a distant cousin of yours. That is why I am 
wondering why you have not put through her authorization to 
act as my civilian secretary.” 

Secretary Cameron seemed a bit embarrassed. “Ah—I—why, 
of course. Glad to see you, Miss Kate. Please consider my ver- 
bal authorization effective as of now; and I will forward written 
confirmation immediately upon returning to my office.” 

“The President is here,” someone whispered, and they all 
turned to see Abraham Lincoln ducking his head as he came 
through the doorway. Dressed in his usual dark rumpled suit, 
he looked drawn and tired. 

“General, I am sorry to find you incapacitated. Please, do not 
get up. Go on with your work, if you are able, and I'll just sit 
here and listen.” 

Scott sank back on the couch and picked up his pointer 
again. From memory, he began directing the positions to be 
taken by the few regiments remaining in the city and those 
returning with morale and arms intact. Kate wrote down his 
orders, her pencil flying to keep up with him, and handed the 
finished pages to an orderly who rushed them to the telegraph 
room. 

He returned with dispatches from McDowell declaring his 
intention of holding Centreville, but soon another communica- 
tion said he would make his stand at Fairfax. Finally one came 
admitting he was falling back to the Potomac. “Allis lost . . . 
Retreat .. . Retreat...” the telegraph reiterated. “Save 
Washington . . . The Army will not re-form.” 

“By God, it will re-form!’’ Scott muttered. “Turn out the 
constabulary; round up officers in bars and hotels. Tell Briga- 
dier General Mansfield’s headquarters to assemble the demoral- 
ized troops at appointed rendezvous for the various regiments. 
Tell him to use any force necessary to reestablish order.” 

“Tt seems that it’s up to you to save us, General Scott,” Presi- 
dent Lincoln said wearily. “McDowell seemed so certain of 
himself and so capable. I do not understand what went wrong.” 

“The militia didn’t fight,” interjected the assistant adjutant 
general of the Army, Col. E. D. Townsend, who was now sitting 
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by the door to receive messages. “Many of the officers were the 
first to run away.” 

“We were betrayed,” someone else said. “They knew our 
route in advance.” 

“Everyone knew,” Scott said bitterly. “The New York papers 
have been headlining ‘On to Richmond’ for days and printing 
maps of McDowell’s line of advance on their front pages. Beau- 
regard gets those papers before we do.” 

“Nevertheless,” spoke up a lean, sour-faced man, “I think the 
Greenhow woman should be arrested. She sent a Miss Bettie 
Duvall to Fairfax Courthouse on the very day the plan of battle 
was conceived.” 

“Do you know that for a fact, Major Baker?” Lincoln asked. 

Kate looked more closely at the lean man when she heard his 
name. Major Baker? Was that the man who had interrogated 
Zack? What role did he play in all this? 

“I had her followed until she crossed from our lines to 
theirs,” Baker said, and Kate realized he was indeed in the 
intelligence service. 

Colonel Townsend cleared his throat and began to read fresh 
dispatches, and Kate again bent over her pad. While reading 
the second message, Townsend hesitated and then looked at the 
secretary of war. “Colonel Cameron has been killed fighting at 
the head of his Highlanders.” 

Kate gasped. She remembered the secretary’s handsome 
younger brother and his kilted Highland regiment from New 
York. “Oh, sir, ’'m so sorry,” she said sympathetically, and was 
pleased to see the President lean forward to put a hand on 
Cameron’s shoulder. 

“Many of our bravest have died today while others fled,” 
Scott said, then cleared his throat. “But we must carry on.” 

When a worn-out Scott was finally carried to his rooms late 
in the day, Kate finished her notes and went out to her gig. A 
subdued Moses drove her through the streets that were filled 
now with an entirely different type of crowd than that of the 
morning. Slightly wounded troopers moved along slowly, trying 
to keep out of the way of the terrified rabble who had thrown 
away their weapons and fled. Hungry soldiers were begging for 
food at the doors of many houses, and ladies stood in the rain 
that had started to fall, handing out sandwiches and coffee. 
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Carriages sent across the river by private citizens were re- 
turning full of wounded and exhausted men who had to be fed 
and sheltered for the night. 

But.among the dejected and frightened were a few smiling or 
gloating faces. One man, half drunk, was shouting gleefully, 
“Who'll hoist your Stars and Stripes now? Seventeen thousand 
of your party killed! Whoeeee!” 

A wounded Rhode Island lieutenant vaulted from a wagon, 
pulled his sword, and chased the secessionist down an alley. 
Kate found herself hoping that he caught him. ~ 

Bone-weary and disheartened by the terrible events of the 
day, she ate only a little from the tray Marigold brought to her 
room and fell into bed immediately after her bath. 


The next morning when she arrived at the general’s office, 
there was somewhat better news. Acting under Scott’s orders, 
Mansfield had reorganized many of the shattered regiments, 
and more troops than had been previously thought were falling 
back in good order, weapons still in their possession. Mounted 
patrols were clearing the streets, and Confederate prisoners 
were being protected from angry residents by Marines with 
fixed bayonets. 

Over the next few days many of the three month volunteers, 
horrified by their introduction to war, piled onto trains and 
returned home, but new troops arrived daily and were deployed 
in defensive positions across the Potomac. 

Once it became clear that the city was safe and the Army 
more or less intact, the politicians and the press began looking 
for reasons for the debacle in the field. It wasn’t hard to find the 
obvious culprits. The militia had run after firing a few shots, 
their officers often leading the way. They had been unnerved by 
rumors of a black horse cavalry, flanking movements, and mys- 
terious barrels of tar the Confederates intended to use for some 
obscure military purpose. The press was responsible for having 
shouted “On to Richmond” and printing stories informing the 
Rebels of the intentions of Union forces. There had also been 
outright treason. 

No doubt existed as to the culpability of Rose O’Neal Green- 
how, the flamboyant black-haired widow, and the women who 
had worked with her. They had collected and transmitted mili- 
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tary information to Richmond and to the Confederate Army in 
the field. 

Major Baker, whom Kate had learned was in charge of the 
War Department’s spy and counterspy operations, led a raid on 
the Greenhow mansion and escorted Rose and several of her 
aides to the Old Capitol jail where a number of Rebel officers 
had already been incarcerated. 

The fetching widow didn’t bother to deny her complicity; on 
the contrary, she bragged about it. Of course she had helped the 
Confederacy . . . Why shouldn’t she? It was her country. She 
was well aware that the federal government would not stand 
her against a wall and shoot her, nor even imprison her for 
long. That sort of thing just wasn’t done to ladies. Besides 
cheerfully acknowledging her activities, she implicated those 
who had given her the information she had passed on to Beau- 
regard, and most of them were highly placed Republicans. 

No one doubted that those in question had whispered secrets 
along with sweet nothings into the ears of the attractive widow, 
but Baker couldn’t touch them. There was, however, another 
traitor, and Rose was every bit as frank about exposing him as 
she had the others, informing the authorities that the man from 
whom she had obtained the most damaging secrets while engag- 
ing in pillow talk was Lt. Zachary Benson. 

Kate was alone in the office with General Scott when Major 
Baker strode in and bluntly broke the news to them. Kate, 
feeling shocked herself, had to submerge her own emotions to 
deal with the general’s reaction. His face turned pale and then 
flushed a deep red, his hands grasping at the arms of his chair as 
he tried to get to his feet. Then he clutched at his chest and fell 
back into his seat, breathing heavily. Kate ran for water and a 
wet cloth to place on his forehead. Baker raced around the 
desk, supported the old man with an arm around his shoulders, 
and began fanning him and speaking softly. 

By the time Kate got back, Scott seemed much better, al- 
though still pale and shaken. He let her fuss over him briefly 
and then kept her so busy the rest of the day that she hardly 
had time to breathe, much less think about Zack’s defection. 

But what she had to put aside in the daytime kept her awake 
all night. She should have seen this coming, she told herself 
bitterly. There had been many indications ahead of time that 
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something was wrong—Zack’s evasion of questions about 
where his loyalties lay, his secretiveness about his personal life, 
and most recently, his cultivation of the infamous Rose. Kate 
felt used and betrayed all over again and paced the floor for 
hours thinking how he must have laughed to himself at her 
innocence and gullibility. No wonder he had shied away at the 
first hint of marriage. And yet she remembered vividly his dec- 
laration of love that day on the train. He had sounded so sincere 
. . . But wasn’t sincerity the stock-in-trade of all successful 
seducers and betrayers? Noel had been right about him ail 
along. She felt so ashamed for having been such an easy con- 
quest that she didn’t see how she could ever hold her head up 
again. 

But when morning came, she washed away the evidence of 
her tears, dressed, and reported for work as though nothing had 
happened. Neither she nor Winfield Scott spoke of the matter 
again, although each was painfully aware of what was going on 
when Zack was arrested and held for court martial. 

He was convicted, but thanks to the intercession of General 
Scott on his behalf, he was not sentenced to be shot for treason 
but merely stripped of his commission, his shoulder straps torn 
off, and his sword broken across the knee of a superior officer. 
Then he was ordered to leave the Washington military area and 
never return. 


And now, here he stood on her gallery in the middle of the 
night, holding her in his arms and daring her to call for help. 
knowing he would be rearrested and shot for sure this time. 


“You still haven’t told me what you’re doing here in Washing- 
ton,” Kate said, trying to pull away from the strong arms encir- 
cling her. “And why you are dressed like that.” 

He reached up and snatched off the blue stocking cap and 
tossed it through the open French doors into the bedroom be- 
yond, looked down at his peacoat and sailor’s dungarees, then 
shrugged and grinned at her ruefully. 

“Don’t just stand there grinning at me in the moonlight!” 
Her tone was sharp with irritation at herself for wanting to 
relax and settle into his embrace. “Tell me why you’ve come 
here.” 

“Guess,” he said, capturing her lips and then swinging her up 
into his arms to carry her into the shadow-filled room she had 
left such a short time ago to investigate a noise that had turned 
out to be Zachary Benson clambering up the vines to her bal- 
cony. 

She felt her body go limp against his despite the fact that 
experience had taught her she couldn’t trust him. No matter 
how many times she reminded herself of the lies he had told 
and the deceit he had practiced, it didn’t keep her senses from 
responding to the magic spell of his warmth and virility. Her 
body seemed incapable of resisting the appeal of his or the lure 
of the kisses that stirred her so deeply. 

Desperately she twisted her lips free and summoned the will- 
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power to push him away as he set her on her feet. “No, no. . . 
Stay away from me! You have no right to—” 
He chuckled softly as she faced him breathless and shaken. 
“Kate, my love, your body gives me the right every time I touch 
you.” 

She glared at him in the semidarkness. “Tell me the truth—if 
you know the meaning of the word. You came back to Washing- 
ton to see that—that woman, didn’t you?” 

“What woman?” he asked, frowning. 

“You know very well what woman! Rose O’Neal Greenhow. 
You're too late, you know! She’s locked up in the Old Capitol 
jail and probably will be shipped south with the rest of those 
harridans.” 

“The only reason I’d possibly come looking for the Green- 
how wench would be to strangle her.” 

Kate’s eyes narrowed and she lashed out again. “Oh, yes, I’d 
forgotten—she’s the one who exposed you as a traitor.” 

“She lied about me, if that’s what you mean,” he said angrily. 

That was what she wanted. If she could drive him away with 
mockery or derision, she wouldn’t have to fight the effect of his 
devastating nearness. 

“Lied? Did she really? Perhaps she couldn’t help it after 
spending so much time with an expert liar like you.” 

“She didn’t need any tutoring, I assure you.” 

Kate couldn’t let it rest. “Did she lie to the investigating 
officers about the nights you spent in her bed?” 

“No,” he admitted ruefully. “I’m sorry, but that was not a 
lie. I can’t explain why I was there, but believe me, Kate, my 
being with her had nothing to do with the way I feel about you. 
Since we first met, there has never been anyone but you.” 

“No, of course not.” Her tone was scathing. “But you'll for- 
give me if I see it a little differently. It’s obvious to me that in 
Harper’s Ferry and Charlestown I was available; in Washing- 
ton, Rose was. Your reputation for cynically using available 
women is well known. I was forewarned and should have 
known better than to get involved-with you.” 

“Please, Kate, you don’t understand. There are reasons for 
my actions that I am not at liberty to divulge. You just have to 
trust me. Please believe me when I say I love you and have 
never loved anyone else.” 
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She ignored that and kept probing at the wound to her own 
psyche. “Why wasn’t I enough? Because I was easy . . . as 
easy as she was? Or because I didn’t have enough experience to 
keep you amused? Maybe I should have experimented with 
other men before I met you. I’m rather sorry I didn’t, but per- 
haps I can make up for that and still learn to please a man as 
well as she can.” 

“Kate . . . Kate, please . . . You don’t know what you’re 
saying.” 

Tears were overflowing her eyes and running down her 
cheeks. “Maybe I don’t, but I know how you made me feel.” 
She held her head high, not trying to hide her tears or her hurt. 
She had been carrying it around inside for too long, letting it eat 
at her like acid and turn her bitter, and now she couldn’t help 
letting it all spill out. 

“Oh, my poor darling,” he said, pulling her back into his 
arms. “I wish you had never heard about Rose.” 

“Yes, I imagine you do. It would have been much more con- 
venient for you if I hadn’t. Then you could have had both of 
us.” 

“Don’t be a silly goose. That wasn’t what I meant.” 

“Then what did you mean? What is it you keep hinting at? 
Are you claiming Rose forced herself on you?” 

“No, of course not. I simply did what was necessary .. . 
regrettable but necessary. And I cannot explain it any further.” 

What was he trying to say? That he had bedded the woman 
to get information regarding the sortie of Union troops from 
Washington toward Manassas? That didn’t make sense, but so 
far nothing he had said or done made sense. Why had he re- 
fused to take any credit for the capture of John Brown, letting 
the press assign it to Stuart, and given the acclaim to Israel 
Green for leading the Marines into action? Why had he been so 
secretive regarding his background? Well, maybe that at least 
made sense. After all, having a riverboat gambler for a father 
and a record of having worked himself on such a vessel was not 
the kind of upbringing a man with aspirations bragged about. 

“Kate, there was only one reason I came back, and to me it is 
very real and very urgent.” 

“It must be to risk sticking your neck in a noose.” 

“That reason was to see you,” he whispered against her ear, 
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then gently turned her face up to his. “The deep need to see you 
and hold you.” 

Kate sucked in her breath as his lips descended on hers and 
his arms held her close. She didn’t want to respond to him, but 
she couldn’t help it. There was a sense of inevitability in the 
magnetic force that drew them together, and her bitter words 
had done nothing to lessen their deep hunger and desire for 
each other. 

She felt his hands undoing the fastening of her dressing gown, 
his fingers creeping underneath it to gently shove the garment 
off her shoulders and let it slither to the floor in a silken heap. 
His lips released hers and traced along her jawline to her ear, 
then down her neck to the hollow of her throat. 

“Stop that,’ she whispered breathlessly. “I cannot think 
when you do things like that.” 

“Then don’t try to think, just feel. Just give in and let your 
feelings rise to the surface.” 

“So you can play havoc with my emotions again?” she mur- 
mured, but made no move to stop him as he untied the ribbons 
that held the peach silk gown in place, baring her smooth shoul- 
ders. 

“Kate, Kate, if you only knew how I’ve missed you. . . 
how I’ve longed to hold you every minute we’ve been apart.” 
His voice was husky, his breath warm, his lips on fire, and she 
knew she was helpless to stop his amorous assault on her senses. 

The longing she felt for him, the need for his touch, was all- 
consuming, but she refused to give voice to it. He had too much 
power over her already; he knew too well how to stir and entice 
her into doing what he wanted. His kisses were firing her blood, 
and in the incandescent heat they produced, she was forgetting 
the shame, the hurt, and the anger she had been living with day 
after day. She was filled with a desperate yearning to hold, to 
touch, to become part of him. 

He was kissing her as he had never kissed her before, arous- 
ing her deepest passion, fanning it into flame with his own deep 
need. His lips were all over her . . . down the inside of her 
arms, on the nape of her neck, in the deep cleavage between her 
breasts . . . as he gradually eased the gown down her body 
until it, too, lay at her feet. 

“Zack, stop . . . Please stop . . .” she murmured, clutch- 
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ing at his head as his lips moved across the swelling mounds of 
her breasts, planting kisses that seared her sensitive flesh and 
branded her as his alone. “You’ve no . . . no”—even as the 
words tumbled from her lips, her fingers were caressing his 
thick dark hair, stroking along his cheeks to the lips that were 
so hungrily caressing her nipples—“no right to be doing this.” 

“You don’t really want me to stop, do you?” 

She was too weak from excitement to utter a sensible answer. 
He swept her up in his arms again and strode toward the bed 
while she mumbled incoherently. 

“Be quiet, my darling. You know you want me as badly as I 
want you. You know you’ve missed our lovemaking every bit as 
much as I have.” : 

He deposited her on the bed, shrugged off his peacoat, and 
made short work of removing his boots, pants, and shirt. Then 
he was kneeling over her, looking down at her, the expression 
on his face akin to awe as his velvety brown eyes swept from the 
golden drift of her hair to her high round breasts to her narrow 
waist and on down to her long slender legs. 

“Kate . . . sweet Kate, you are so beautiful it almost breaks 
my heart to look at you.” 

His weight on the bed tilted her toward him, and then his lips 
were on hers again, warm and tender but with the underlying 
tension of passion. Her hand trembled as she reached to caress 
his broad chest where her fingers slid through the crisp dark 
curls. Daringly, she slid her other hand around to his strong, 
smoothly muscled back and ran it up and down his spine. His 
arms tightened around her as he pulled her closer to him. 

His mouth left her lips to sweep across her shoulders and 
down her inner arms, and he loosened his hold on her enough 
to trace a path of fire across her midriff and the soft curve of her 
belly to the tender flesh of her thighs. 

She gasped, her head spinning. “Zack . . . oh, Zack .. .” 

His head moved upward, his lips finding her breasts again, 
sucking and nibbling at the taut nipples until she could hardly 
bear it. 

Kate gave herself up to his passionate lovemaking, writhing 
on the bed, her flesh pleading for his kisses and caresses while 
her craving for more grew ever stronger. She was afraid she was 
behaving like a wanton, but she realized she couldn’t deny her 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 143 


feelings any longer, she couldn’t control her need for him, she 
couldn’t quench the wild fires he was building inside her. 
“Please, you’re driving me insane,” she moaned, wanting him 
to appease the craving he had created. Her hands fluttered 
down his back, onto his thighs, up over them to his flat belly, 


and finally lower. “Please, Zack, please .. . please . . .” 
“Yes, my darling, yes,” he groaned as he felt her open to him 
eagerly. : 


“Oh, Zack, I do love you,” she cried as he found and pos- 
sessed her, gliding deep inside her and creating such exquisite 
pleasure that she almost swooned. “I do not trust you, but I 
love you.” 

“And I adore you, my lovely Kate,” he whispered hoarsely, 
pausing to let them fully experience their shared feeling of one- 
ness. “I worship you. To me, you are a goddess.” 

“No, no,” she protested. “Not a goddess . . . just a woman 
... your woman.” 

His mouth came down on hers softly and passionately, and 
his hands roamed freely, slipping beneath her to stroke her back 
and cup her buttocks, adding another dimension to their al- 
ready torrid embrace. She forgot she was a Virginia lady and 
surrendered to the deep well of sensuality he had tapped within 
her. Passion rocked and cradled her until she was floating high 
above the world of ordinary mortals. His strong hands lifted 
and tilted her while he thrust deeply, filling her with himself 
and moving in a gentle, insistent rhythm. 

Her head turned from side to side with the urgency of her 
need, her golden hair fanning out on the pillow like a halo. She 
was so incredibly beautiful that Zack paused to stare down at 
her, marveling at his good luck in having found so lovely and 
loving a woman. 

“Love me, my darling. Please love me . . .” she begged, 
twining her legs around his and thrusting boldly upward. 
“Don’t stop now.” 

A husky laugh escaped his lips. “My sweet, prim little Kate, 
how you have changed . . . and how I love the change!” 

She moved seductively underneath him, loving every moment 
of it as he returned to the loving fray in earnest. With long, 
deep, slow strokes, he tried to slow the pace, but she would 
have none of it. Bouncing and surging up to meet him, she 
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forced the pace of the tempo higher until he abandoned all 
restraint and brought them to a crashing, shattering climax that 
left them sated. 

Breathing hard, Zack lay still for a moment, watching the 
fluttering of her long, shadowy lashes against the delicate rose- 

_tinted ivory of her upper cheeks. He could feel her heart pound- 
ing under his and, to relieve her of the burden of his weight, 
started to withdraw and roll to the side, but the slender thighs 
wrapped around his refused to let him go. 

“No, don’t leave me yet,” she murmured as her green eyes 
opened and stared adoringly up at him. “It’s been so long and I 
need you so much.” 

His laugh was husky with passion. “And I, you, but we’ll 
have to rest a bit, so let’s make you more comfortable.” 

Kate gasped in mixed shock and delight as he rolied onto his 
back, keeping a firm grip on her hips, and she found herself 
atop his hard, lean flanks. “Zack! Are you sure this is proper?” 

His gold-flecked brown eyes danced with glee. “Proper, my 
dear Miss Cameron? I thought you gave up being proper some 
time ago in a railroad shed miles from here. Besides, ladylike 
behavior is out of place when a woman is making love. And 
you, my darling Kate, are all woman.” 

Her eyes widened. ““Was there ever any doubt of it?” 

“Well, you were a virgin and—” 

“Are you sorry I was?” 

“No, I’m glad, but I’m even more glad that you aren’t one 
anymore.” 

She was running her fingers through his hair and undulating 
slightly against him, having recovered quickly from the shock 
of finding herself straddling him and more or less in charge of 
what happened next. 

“How did you get into the city?” she asked curiously as they 
lay locked together while he slowly revived. “Through the 
Rebel lines?” _ 

“No, I came by boat like the river rat I am. The Confederates 
have set up batteries on their side of the Potomac, but they’re 
not firing at anything except warships or craft they think are 
carrying troops.” 

She noticed that he spoke of the Confederates as though he 
weren’t one of them. Was he going to sit out the war as a 
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neutral? That didn’t ring true because she knew he wasn’t a 
coward. She went back over their conversation in her mind 
while continuing to move in a way meant to ready him to ap- 
pease the incredible craving he had aroused in her. He had said 
she wouldn’t understand his reasons for his affair with Rose 
O’Neal Greenhow, but he hadn’t denied having one. The loss of 
his commission had embittered him, but he hadn’t denied doing 
what he’d been accused of. 

She moved provocatively and kissed him on the mouth. “I 
guess how you got here doesn’t matter. I’m just glad you’re 
here.” 2 

“Does that mean you don’t care about the Rose O’Neal 
Greenhow incident?” 

Her eyes clouded over slightly. “Oh, I care about it, but at 
the moment, it doesn’t seem very important.” 

He grinned. “What does?” 

“What we’re doing . . . The way you make me feel... . 
Love . . . warm, shining, beautiful love.” 

“You were made for love,” he whispered, sucking the nipple 
of one breast between his lips as he rolled them over onto their 
sides. 

Kate gasped in delight and let him take the initiative again. If 
she had thought his kisses were creative and daring before, she 
now learned that his virtuosity knew no limits. His exploring 
hands and lips and mouth learned more about her body in a few 
minutes than she knew about it herself. 

And all the while. she was moaning and writhing and plead- 
ing for him to do more. It occurred to her to wonder, not for 
the first time, why any woman would care whether a man was a 
gentleman if this was the way a roughneck from the river 
treated a woman. If he served them all so royally, it was no 
wonder Zack was rumored to have had so many loves. 

And that was only the beginning of his amatory tactics. He 
switched his attention suddenly from her torso to her feet, ca- 
ressing her soles and heels, toes, insteps and ankles, places she 
would have sworn had nothing to do with lovemaking. But each 
and every inch of tender flesh tingled and throbbed in response 
to the thrilling touch of his fingers and lips and tongue. The 
unrelenting caresses came up around her calves, over and under 
the curve of her knees and, while her heart thudded harder, the 
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sensitive flesh of her thighs. Zack was breathing faster, as 
though all that had gone before was the prelude to the main 
event. 

He kissed her thighs, worshipping them with lingering ten- 
derness and burning intensity as his lips moved steadily upward 
toward the piéce de résistance. Kate gasped and turned weak as 
a kitten as she realized his intention, gasping in passionate de- 
light at his inventiveness. Zack seemed to grow more and more 
eager as his lips adored the incredibly soft, dewy flesh of her 
inner thighs and progressed ever higher. 

Kate thought she might actually go crazy when he reached 
his goal. She had never dreamed such achingly sweet pleasure 
could exist, and as it went on and on, she soared to fantastic 
heights before she suddenly spun out of control and felt as if she 
were bursting into a shower of shimmering particles that drifted 
back to earth on fleecy clouds of lingering rapture. 

“Oh, Zack . . . What did you do? I can’t believe what hap- 
pened! Oh, God?” she sobbed, squirming under the exquisite 
torture his lips and tongue continued to inflict on her. “Please 
stop . . . I can’t stand anymore!” 

“Of course you can, my darling.” 

And a few minutes later, she felt herself rising to the heavens 
again and flashing like a comet across a flaming sky. 

“It’s not possible . . . I don’t believe it . . . How can any- 
thing be so unbelievably tender and so excruciating at the same 
time? Oh, Zack, not again! I couldn’t .. . I honestly 
couldn’t.” 

“Yes, you can .. . You'll see,”’ he whispered, crawling rap- 
idly upward to thrust himself into her and join. their bodies in 
the mutual fire that was threatening to consume them. 

In her odyssey through a world of sensual pleasure, Kate was 
sure she had already attained the farthest reaches of ecstasy, but 
catching her at the peak of her previous surge, Zack carried her 
beyond that point by simply being with her. She could feel his 
whole body trembling and throbbing with his need of her, a 
need increased and deepened by the loving service he had ren- 
dered so lavishly. 

“Oh, my darling . . .” Kate moaned, twining her arms and 
legs around him as they moved together toward fulfillment. “I 
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love you! I don’t care what you’ve done . . . or why... . or 
when... orhow...” 

Those were the last coherent words she managed to utter 
before the rest devolved into moans and cries and sighs. Nor 
was Zack any saner during the wild interval that followed, dur- 
ing which they turned the bed into.a tangled mass of blankets 
and pillows. At the end, they were still clinging together, kiss- 
ing passionately as they reached simultaneous bliss. 

After he got his breath back, Zack murmured, “Kate, my 
darling, I have known a woman or two before . . .” 

“So Ive heard,” she said a touch of annoyance creeping back 
into her tone. 

“But none of them, no matter how skilled and experienced 
. . . how beautiful or sensuous, ever made me feel the way 
you’ve made me feel tonight.” 

The rosy glow. around her faded, and she felt the bitterness 
that had been lurking just under the surface return to rearouse 
her doubts and fears. “And who will be making you feel that 
way tomorrow night?” 

“T wish it could be you.” 

“But obviously it cannot be . . . Is that what you’re trying 
to say?” 

“Now, Kate, you know I have been ordered to stay out of the 
Federal District by the court of inquiry. If I were found here, 
my punishment would be very harsh. And besides, I have work 
to do.” 

“What kind of work? For whom? You’ve been cashiered from 
the Marines, so who are you working for and why did you come 
here if it’s so dangerous? To get Mrs. Greenhow out of Old 
Cap? Are you going to play the hero and spirit her out of her 
vile imprisonment?” 

“No, I came to see you. I told you that before. As far as I’m 
concerned, they can keep old Rose until hell freezes over. I have 
business to attend to outside of Washington, and much as I 
would like to stay, that first faint flush of dawn I see outside 
your window reminds me that I must go.” 

“Then take me with you! I don’t care where it is—a riverboat 
or a shanty on the banks of the Potomac. I'll go with you . . .” 
My God, she hadn’t intended to say that! Had she no shame at 
all? 
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He took her in his arms again. ““Dearest Kate, I wish I could 
take you along. I'd give anything if I could.” 

“But I’d be in your way. Yes, I can see how I would be a 
liability if you’re planning future conquests.” 

“Kate, this has nothing to do with women.” He kissed her 
and sat up on the side of the bed. “Please be reasonable.” 

He reached to pick up his clothes. Staring at his bare rump, 
Kate gave in to an overwhelming urge and planted a kick right 
where it would do the most good. 

Zack went stumbling from the bed and almost crashed onto 
the floor. Catching his balance, he glared at her for a moment, 
then burst out laughing. “Is that how my lady dismisses all her 
lovers?” 

“You know bloody well I’ve never had any lover but you, but 
from now on, I may, and I'll be as unfeeling and selfish as any 
man! ‘Love them and kick them out’ will be my motto. That’s 
the kind of treatment men deserve!” 

He sighed and bent over to pick up his pants. “I may deserve 
it for a lot of things, but not for lack of love for you.” 

She looked at his lean, muscular body, at the long, clean line 
of his thighs, at his broad chest tapering into narrow hips, and 
marveled at the beauty of this man. Her heart ached with the 
love she felt for him, but her reply gave no hint of it. 

“Love means different things to different people.” 

He drew on his pants and buttoned them up. “I mean ‘love’ 
in the traditional sense, and something beyond that. I mean 
‘love’ in the marriage-having children-living together-forever 
way. And also in the way we had tonight where no one exists 
but us and time stands still, making a long night pass like a few 
seconds.” 

“Ah, yes, you liked it so much that you can’t wait to rush 
off,” she said as he pulled on his shirt and reached for his boots. 

His lips twisted in a wry smile. “Believe me, Kate, nothing 
would get me out of your bed if my mission wasn’t of the high- 
est importance.” 

What was he talking about? He had already proved that he 
didn’t give a damn for either the Union or the Confederacy, so 
he couldn’t mean it was a matter of duty. Duty she could un- 
derstand, but this constant mystery left her baffled. 

“Just believe, my darling, that I love you, and in the weeks 
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ahead, remember that the things you hear about me may not be 
true, that my reasons for taking certain actions are not wholly 
contemptible.” 

He picked up his peacoat and cap, leaned over the bed to kiss 
her, and then was gone as quietly and as suddenly as he had 
come. 

Tears sprang to Kate’s eyes, but she impatiently brushed 
them away. She-had no time for tears; she had plans to make 
and things to do. If she couldn’t find out the truth from the man 
she loved, she’d get it from someone else—perhaps Lafayette 
Baker . . . or Rose O’Neal Greenhow. She was sure both of 
them were involved in this, and somehow she’d make them 
reveal the secret to her. 

The first thing she had to do was see General Scott. She 
wasn’t acting as his secretary at the moment because Colonel 
Keyes, his regular secretary, had returned from serving with the 
Army at Manassas to resume his duties, at least temporarily. 
His tail feathers had been sadly plucked and his ego battered, 
but Kate was glad to see that he now had much greater respect 
for the intellect of the man he and so many others had regarded 
as too old to know anything about modern warfare. 

Yes, Kate decided, Keyes’s presence at the office would give 
her the chance she needed to solve the mystery of Zachary 
Benson, but she would need Scott’s help to get herself thrown 
into the Old Capitol prison with Rose O’Neal Greenhow, Belle 
Boyd, and the other Southern ladies who had forgotten they 
were ladies and only remembered that they were Southern. 

Kate hopped out of bed, pleased to have something to look 
forward to. If she could prevail on General Scott to have her 
placed in the cell next to Rose’s, she knew she could-get her to 
talk. The woman was a great gossip, and it shouldn’t be any 
trick at all to get her to reveal the truth about Zack. 





General Scott shook his head. ‘Miss Kate, I do not approve of 
ladies involving themselves in the bloody doings of the mili- 
tary.” 

“The Confederacy has women spies, General, so why should 
the Union deny itself the same kind of counterweapon? It seems 
to me that my Virginia background makes me a natural choice 
for such a job.” In the interval since she had made plans to find 
out what lay behind Zack’s mysterious actions, Kate had ex- 
panded her ambitions to include becoming a secret operative for 
the government. 

“Ladies simply should not soil their hands with such things,” 
the old man maintained stubbornly. 

“The way I see it, sir, I am perfectly situated. With my Vir- 
ginia heritage and my fine house in Richmond, who will ever 
suspect that I am serving the Union cause? Why, I have even 
chosen a code name—Lady Firefly—so when you receive a 
message signed that way, you’ll know it’s from me.” 

“Please, my dear, you are going much too fast. I have already 
told you I do not approve of this proposal.” 

“But, sir, Rose Greenhow and Belle Boyd seem to have been 
most effective spies for the Confederacy.” 

“But, Miss Kate, those women are not ladies in the strict 
sense of the word, as you are. They have used their . . . ahem, 
charms . . . to obtain information for the-Rebels.” 

“General Scott, this country is engaged in a struggle for sur- 
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vival that you yourself say will last at least four years. Men are 
giving their lives to save the Union, and if I, a loyal daughter of 
a United States Marine officer as well as aVirginian, should find 
it necessary to sacrifice my honor for the same purpose, I would 
do so.” 

General Scott sputtered wordlessly for a few moments before 
he could speak. “Miss Kate . . . really! I am shocked!” 

“Would that be any worse, sir, than a young husband losing 
his eyes or his legs? Than a widow’s only son being killed? It is 
not something I would do lightly, you understand, only as a last 
resort if my whole mission were endangered. I would not follow 
the example of the fetching widow who seems to have done so 
to glean unimportant information from politicians and minor 
military officers. Actually, I wouldn’t have to do any such thing 
once I was back in Richmond. As a member of the aristocracy 
whose loyalty to the South and slavery are unquestioned, I 
would be above suspicion and people would talk as freely with 
me as with their wives and sisters.” 

“True, but just the same . . .” 

Kate decided to appeal to his vanity, which was as much a 
part of him as his military brilliance. “There is one thing men 
have always said about you since the War of 1812: that you are 
ahead of your time. Even in the Mexican War when you were 
no longer a young man, you led a small, inadequate army on a 
quick conquest of an entire country in less time than anyone 
thought possible. I have read that when the Duke of Wellington 
heard that you had moved out of your base at Vera Cruz and 
left the support of the fleet behind, his verdict was, ‘Scott is lost 
.. . he is done for.’ But you proved the Duke of Wellington 
wrong; sir.” 

Winfield Scott smiled at her, pleased at the praise, but almost 
immediately his frown returned. ““Yes, the duke was wrong, and 
men are wrong now in saying I don’t know what I’m talking 
about when I tell them there is only one way to win this war 

. only one sure, fast way.” 

“Exactly,” Kate agreed. “They are thinking of this war as a 
weekend excursion and do not listen to the plain truth you 
speak.” 

“Yes, they are fools! They think it can be done with a couple 
hundred thousand militia. Even the President, who is much 
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wiser than any of us have given him credit for because of his 
western drawl-and funny stories, fails to understand that only 
my Anaconda plan will finish the war without a bloody city-by- 
city and town-by-town conquest of the South that would leave 
half the nation devastated for twenty-five years and cost a mil- 
lion casualties.” 

“Have they refused your plan, sir?” 

“Only partly.” His faded blue eyes regarded her levelly. 
“Miss Kate, I trust you because of your father and because I 
have seen the loyalty in your eyes, so I can tell you that the 
_Anaconda plan envisions a strangling of the South. River and 
ocean operations will cut off all supplies to the area and squeeze 
it to death, just like the great snake that the plan is named for. 
This will avoid the great bloody battles we will otherwise have 
to fight.” 

Kate was puzzled and said so. “I’m not sure I understand 
how that can be done, sir.” 

Scott picked up the map pointer he was never without and 
asked Kate to lower the huge map of the United States. When 
she had it unrolled, he began to point to the great rivers of the 
country—the Mississippi, the Missouri, the Potomac, the James 
—and scores of others that encircled or intersected the seceded 
states. 

“There, on those rivers, our armies will operate with armored 
gunboats to divide the South into segments. Here, on the Atlan- 
tic and Guif coasts, our seagoing Navy will establish blockades; 
our troops will land to seize important ports and stop all traffic 
in and out of the Rebel states. The Rebels will surrender or 
starve.” 

Kate studied the map. “Yes, I see now how it would work, 
sir. And you say the plan has been rejected?” 

“No, not totally. The first phase is presently being mounted 
to seize the offshore Carolina islands from which our troops and 
ships can operate to occupy the Atlantic Coast.” 

“General, it sounds like a marvelous plan. I hope knowledge 
of it has been restricted to yourself and the officers who will 
command the operations off the Carolinas.” 

Scott sighed heavily. “I’m afraid that hasn’t been possible, 
Miss Kate. The government of our Republic makes such se- 
crecy extremely difficult. Several Cabinet members, half a dozen 
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senators, and God knows how many congressmen know the 
details even though the entire plan has not yet been accepted.” 

“Then let’s thank God that Rose O’Neal Greenhow is safely 
locked up in the Old Cap where she cannot use her ability to 
worm information out of high-placed men.” 

' Winfield Scott sighed again and ran a hand through his sil- 
very mane of hair. “I’m afraid we cannot be sure of even that, 
Miss Kate. She may have learned of the plan before she was 
incarcerated, and within a week or so, Rose and Belle and some 
two hundred other disloyal women are to be sent south.” 

Kate shook her head in dismay. “Then, General, your Ana- 
conda plan will go straight to the Confederacy.” She had a 
sudden inspiration. “Unless . . . unless you give me a chance 
to get it away from her.” 

The old man’s eyes narrowed. “How can you do that?” 

Kate’s green eyes were sparkling with excitement as she 


warmed to her idea. “Weill . . . you could order me locked up 
as a Southern sympathizer . . . arrange for me to have the cell 
next to Rose’s . . . or share hers . . . and—” 


“T believe prisoners of her level are permitted rooms instead 
of celis,” Scott said, “but—” 

“And then have me transported with the other disloyals. 
How better to make a good impression on the Confederates 
than to arrive in Richmond with a boatload of spies and trai- 
tors?” 

“Admittedly, that would be a perfect cover, but—” 

“Then do it, General! I want to serve my country.” Kate saw 
no reason to mention that she also wanted to dig into Zachary 
Benson’s activities and satisfy herself as to his motives. “Please 
arrange for me to be arrested and sent south with the rest of 
them.” 

General Scott shook his white head in disapproval and de- 
feat. “All right, Miss Kate. I will have Major Baker see to your 
arrest and see that you are incarcerated as close as possible to 
Mrs. Greenhow. You understand that only myself, Major 
Baker, President Lincoin, and any of our agents behind Confed- 
erate lines whom it will be necessary for you to contact will 
know you are a loyal citizen serving your country. Everyone 
else will consider you a traitor, I’m afraid.” 

Kate smiled. “All my friends in Virginia will think of me as a 
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loyal daughter of the South. I will suffer no shame among 
them.” 

“No, I suppose not . ... unless you should be found out. 
Both sides are being very lenient with spies so far because there 
are. thousands of sympathizers who would serve as hostages to 
the other side; but later on, in a long and bitter war, you could 
end up in prison or worse.” 

“Tl accept that risk just as I will the other conditions that go 
with the job,” Kate said without hesitation. 

With another heavy sigh, Scott wrote out an order and called 
for a messenger. “This conflict is too much for a man of my age. 
I look forward to retirement at West Point. If I thought the 
country didn’t need me, I’d be tempted to—” 

“Do not even think of it, sir. Considering the level of military 
ability our generals have displayed thus far, the Union couldn’t 
survive without you.” 

“That isn’t the opinion of much of the Senate and Cabinet. 
Only the secretary of the navy, Gideon Welles, is on my side, 
and there’s little good he can do me.” 

“You must be strong, sir,” Kate said gently. 

“Yes, yes,” the old man replied tiredly. “I will miss you, Miss 
Kate, and will blame myself if anything untoward happens to 
you.” : 

“Remember, I am a volunteer, General, just like the tens of 
thousands of men who are offering their lives for their country,” 
she said, then grinned and snapped him a salute that brought a 
brief smile to his face. 

“Aye, but a woman risks more than her life; she also risks her 
honor.” 

“My honor would mean nothing to me without my country.” 

He nodded. “Perhaps that is the greater honor.” 


A week later Kate was awakened in the middle of the night 
by the housekeeper: “Miz Kate, there are men here who say 
they are detectives from the War Department and have come to 
arrest you.” 

Kate yawned. “It’s all right, Sarah. Ask the gentlemen to sit 
down and offer them a drink or coffee. Send Marigold to me 
and I’ll get dressed and be down shortly. I have a portmanteau 
already packed.” 
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The woman stared at her. “You talk like you been expecting 
this.” 

“Let’s say I’ve been expecting something,” Kate answered as 
she sat on the side of the bed and reached for her dressing 
gown. As she started to slide her arms into it, she had a second 
thought. “Sarah, ask Marigold to fix a bath for me, please. It 
may be awhile before I have another.” 

“Yes, ma’am, but the gentlemen—” 

“T’m sure they won’t mind a brief delay,” Kate said, and the 
plump, matronly housekeeper left, shaking her head at the ca- 
sualness of her mistress in treating Lafayette Baker’s men, who 
were already notorious in Washington for their ruthlessness and 
efficiency, like they were tradesmen who had dropped in at an 
inconvenient moment. 

After a leisurely bath, Kate dressed carefully in a serviceable 
dark blue serge skirt and jacket trimmed with bands of red 
braid around the collar, cuffs, and hem. Under the boxy jacket, 
she wore a long-sleeved white lawn blouse with a demure 
rounded collar. A dark blue bonnet adorned with a single red 
silk rose completed the costume. Picking up the portmanteau 
and her reticule, Kate descended to the morning room where 
the detectives waited. 

One of the three men wore a staff captain’s uniform; the 
others were dressed in civilian clothes. One of the latter put 
down his coffee cup and stood up, clearing his throat. “Miss 
Cameron, we have orders from Major Baker to inform you that 
a folio of General Scott’s confidential files turned up missing 
and has fallen into enemy hands. During your recent stint as 
the general’s secretary, you had free access to those files and are 
therefore under suspicion.” 

“Why, that’s ridiculous! Everyone knows I’m loyal to the 
general and the Union!’ Kate interjected, trying her best to 
appear outraged and surprised. 

The man shifted his weight uneasily and continued. ‘Major 
Baker instructed us to treat you with the utmost courtesy be- 
cause your uncle is technically still a United States senator, but 
we did tiot expect to be kept waiting like this.” 

“TL appreciate your patience, Mr. . . .” Kate said icily. 

“Choate, ma’am,” he supplied, looking embarrassed. ‘‘Detec- 
tive Choate.” 
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“Well, Detective Choate, I deny the charges, of course, but I 
realize I have no recourse, so I am prepared to go with you.” 

“TY must inform you, Miss Cameron, that my orders are to 
conduct you directly to the Old Capitol prison. Your trial will 
be held later before a military tribunal. Otherwise, you will be 
transported in two or three weeks along with other female dissi- 
dents to the South.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand,” Kate replied. She did. Since half the 
country was in a state of insurrection, President Lincoln had 
suspended the right of habeas corpus despite the strenuous ob- 
jections of the copperhead press and Taney, the pro-Confeder- 
ate Chief Justice of the Supreme Court. 

The Army officer was visibly uncomfortable as Kate was led 
from the house into the chill of early morning. “Allow me to 
take your bag, Miss Cameron,” he said as they walked in the 
flickering gas light to the carriage awaiting them. 

“It isn’t very heavy, sir, but thank you,” Kate answered, 
letting him take it. “I understand the authorities prefer their 
guests to bring as few belongings as possible.” 

“My name is Dover, Miss Cameron, and you will be allowed 
to send for more things later.” 

“Thank you, but if I am to return to Richmond, I have every- 
thing I need at my home there.” ; 

The Old Capitol prison derived its name from its past. When 
the British had burned the Capitol during the War of 1812, the 
Congress had met in the buiding now used as a prison for spies, 
traitors, and Southern partisans. It lay on the opposite side of 
the park from the nearly completed and newly renovated Capi- 
tol building and was approached through lines of trees on a 
white stone road that glimmered in the gas lamps when the 
carriage splashed off First Street and stopped before a corner 
building. Kate looked at the imposing doorway surmounted by 
a triple window that proclaimed its one-time importance. Hori- 
zontal wooden slats had been attached to the windows, and 
light twinkled feebly through them. Armed sentries paced their 
rounds on First Street and around the corner, along a rambling 
series of extensions on A Street. 

“We have reached our destination, Miss Cameron,” Captain 
Dover said apologetically. 
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Kate shuddered as she recalled that she’d heard it was a. 
terrible place. 

“A room has been prepared for you,” Detective Choate said, 
“but Superintendent Wood wants to greet you in person and 
escort you to your quarters himself.” 

“He doesn’t get many ladies here,’ Captain Dover added. 
“Plenty of women—but not many ladies. You will have the 
company of the Widow Greenhow, a real Southern lady like 
yourself, Miss Cameron, and will be taking all your meals with 
her.” 

“That will be charming, I’m sure,” Kate said a little sarcasti- 
cally. 

“You can have your food catered by Willards if you like. The 
standard fare is not very palatable.” 

“Don’t concern yourself, Captain. I shall be fine for the short 
time I will be here.” 

“Let us hope you soon will be cleared of this accusation, Miss 
Cameron.” 

“Yes, but I expect to be transported back to Richmond, and I 
must confess I am homesick and will be glad to go.” 

“To go home, yes, but not under a cloud like this, and not 
accompanied by females who are little better than women of the 
street,” Choate said. 

“In the Confederacy, I won’t be considered under a cloud.” 

“Perhaps not,” Choate replied, “but it’s too bad you have to 
associate with common tramps to get there.” 

“Some are honest working women, clerks, and others trapped 
behind our lines when the rebellion began,” Dover said, and 
Choate lapsed into silence. 

Kate was led into an anteroom where loitering officers looked 
up in expectation. Superintendent Wood, looking more like the 
maitre d’ of a fine hotel than the warden of a military prison, 
rushed forward to greet Kate. 

“Miss Cameron, this is an honor indeed. I knew your estima- 
ble uncle quite well. A great honor, yes, yes, indeed.” 

Kate let the man take her hand, although she found his man- 
ner distasteful. Why was he being so overly friendly? Did he 
know the real reason she was here? 

“Your room is all prepared for you,” Wood babbled on. “And 
believe me, ma’am, it has been scrubbed and thoroughly disin- 
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fested. If there is a bug in it anywhere, I'll serve it to the clean- 
ing staff in their mess.” 

He hustled off down a corridor ahead of them to show the 
way, and Captain Dover, seemingly having appointed himself 
Kate’s guardian, kept close at her elbow. 

“Is the gentleman always so ebullient?” Kate asked under her 
breath. , 

“Always. And more so with aristocratic people. He is easily 
impressed by those he considers his betters. A private during 
the Mexican conflict, he thinks being superintendent of Old Cap 
is a great promotion and honor. He got the position, I under- 
stand, through the influence of someone in the War Depart- 
ment.” 

“Here you are, Miss Cameron, right next door to Mrs. 

Greenhow, our most famous guest.” Wood had stopped, and as 
he spoke he threw open the door to a small, whitewashed room 
furnished with a cot, a small table, a straight chair, and a com- 
mode holding a bowl and a pitcher of water. Sitting in one 
corner was a chamber pot, and Kate glanced hastily away when 
she saw a bug, startled by the sudden light thrown by Wood’s 
lantern, scrambling off into the shadows. 
- “We lock the doors at night, Miss Cameron, so you’ll have 
complete privacy,” Wood continued, lighting two lamps with 
plain glass globes and placing one on the table and the other on 
the commode. “Since it is almost dawn now, I’ll leave it open, 
but you may close it whenever you wish, although I’m afraid 
there is no lock on the inside.” 

“Yes, I understand,” Kate said, then reached to take the bag 
Captain Dover was holding. “Thank you very much, Captain.” 

“If there is anything you wish, Miss Cameron, do not be 
afraid to call on me. I represent General Scott here and report 
directly to him.” 

Kate smiled, glad to know her old friend would be watching 
over her until she boarded the ship to Jamestown and Rich- 
mond. Once behind Confederate lines, she would have to de- 
pend on herself, but it was nice to know that until then help was 
available. 

After they all left, Kate sat down on the edge of the cot to 
think things over. Now that her mission had actually started, 
she wasn’t sure how she felt. Relieved, for one thing, that the 


A REBEL’s PLEASURE 159 


waiting and preliminary work were over. During the last few 
days, she had memorized code names and signals, studied maps 
and charts, and been instructed as to how to make contact with 
a few select fellow operatives if it became absolutely necessary. 

Excitement was another facet of her mixed emotions. She had 
been told again and again in the last few days what a deadly 
serious occupation spying was; and while the reasoning part of 
her mind accepted that and took due note of the restrictions 
and precautions that were advised, the more daring, adventur- 
‘ous side of her nature found the secrecy and role-playing a 
thrilling challenge. And of course, there was her own private 
sleuthing, which she hadn’t mentioned to anyone, that added its 
own zest and romantic aura to the enterprise. 

“Miss Cameron,” said a strong, vibrant woman’s voice from 
the doorway, startling Kate out of her reverie, “I am your next- 
door neighbor, Rose O’Neal Greenhow. May I come in?” 

“Yes, indeed, Mrs. Greenhow,” Kate said cordially, slipping 
easily into her new role. She crossed the small room to take the 
hand the woman extended. “J have heard of you and your devo- 
tion to our cause.” 

The older woman smiled appreciatively. “Thank you. It will 
be a pleasure to have a person of your class and family back- 
ground for company after having had to associate with . . . 
well, with women who have not the remotest claim to either.” 

Rose O’Neal Greenhow had been so fresh and lovely when 
she had first come to Washington from her home in Maryland 
that she had been called “The Wild Rose.” Now in her late 
thirties, her fair skin was still smooth and unlined, her blue eyes 
were clear and sparkling, but her smoothly parted, perfectly 
coiffured wings of black hair showed a light sprinkling of gray. 
Having arisen only a short time before, she was not yet fully 
dressed and was wearing an intricately patterned red and gold 
Oriental kimono over her tightly corseted, voluptuous figure. A 
cashmere shawl, in the expensive Paisley weave, was draped 
around her shoulders to ward off the early morning chill. Flam- 
boyantly attractive and openly sensual, her appeal to men was 
entirely different from Kate’s brand of loveliness. 

Kate studied her carefully, feeling a strong surge of jealousy 
as she tried to figure out what Zack had found. so irresistible. 
Outwardly, she smiled and pretended to be pleased with the 
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warm greeting from a famous lady. “Please, sit down, Mrs. 
Greenhow. Take the chair. [ll be quite comfortable sitting on 
the bed.” 

The spy mistress settled down into the chair, pulling the ki- 
mono and shawl around her and watching as Kate perched 
gingerly on the edge of the narrow cot. “I would suggest that 
you have friends bring other bedding in for you, my dear. Most 
mattresses in this place are contaminated with ‘busy citizens,’ as 
the gentlemen inmates call bedbugs. And speaking of those gen- 
tlemen, there are many Confederate officers and political figures 
friendly to our cause here. Some are very handsome and eligible 
and might be, I venture, most attractive to a beautiful young 
woman of your social standing.” She smiled archly. “Not to 
mention to a more mature and worldly woman like myself.” 

Playing her role, Kate cast her eyes demurely downward. “I 
would be most happy to meet them, Mrs. Greenhow, but my 
heart already belongs to a young officer serving with our 
forces.” 

“Oh, really? Do I know him?” 

“He is Lt. Noel Philips . . . probably Captain Philips by 
now . . . in the service of the Confederate States,” Kate said, 
thinking how happy it would make Noel to hear her declare 
publicly that she loved him. 

“Oh, yes, I know the family well. Splendid people with 
splendid acreage on the James, I believe.” 

“On one of the small tributaries, quite close to my family’s 
lands.” 

“Ah, yes. The Philips are first family of Virginia, are they 
not?” 

“No, but my family is, and Noel’s comes close.” Kate didn’t 
mind spreading it on a bit thick to impress a person with such 
an excessive admiration for Southern aristocracy. 

Rose beamed at her and came over to take one of Kate’s 
hands in both of hers. “My dear, if you only knew how delight- 
ful it is going to be to have you as a confidante. You wouldn’t 
believe some of the creatures I have had to associate with these 
last few weeks—that awful Miss Poole, who I believe is an Ohio 
innkeeper’s daughter, and that horrible Mrs. Baxley, who I’m 
sure is a spy sent by the Blue Bellies to report on my work. My 
dear, it has been perfectly dreadful.” 
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The woman hesitated and then tiptoed over to close the door. 
“Actually, my dear, even while imprisoned in my house on 
Sixteenth Street where they were supposedly keeping a close 
watch on me—Pinkerton and that sneaky Major Baker—I was 
able to send every bit of information I obtained directly into the 
hands of our generals.” 

Kate knew that was true because it had come out in Zack’s 
court of inquiry. “That’s wonderful, Mrs. Greenhow,” she said 
in an awed voice. 

“And what about you, my dear girl? You must have learned 
much if what I hear is correct and you served as secretary to 
General Scott. How on earth did you accomplish that feat?” 

“He knew my father,” Kate explained without elaborating. 
“Yes, I did learn a great deal, but I feel it is best to carry the 
information directly to the Confederate government myself 
since none of it concerns immediate military affairs.” 

“Of course,” Rose agreed, and looked toward the door as 
though to assure herself no one had pushed it open to listen. 
“Just between we two loyal daughters of the South, I have in- 
formation about an important military operation, a plan so en- 
compassing that it could mean the destruction of our infant 
nation and its reabsorption into the race-mixing Union.” 

“What a wicked scheme,” Kate said in a shocked tone, then 
let it change into one of admiration. “How splendid that you 
intercepted it! ’m sure you’ve made plans to speed the details to 
the Confederacy.” 

“No, this information will have to be delivered in person 
since it consists of maps and battle plans that I cannot inter- 
pret.” 

“But will it reach our people in time?” Kate inquired anx- 
iously. 

Rose nodded but held up a cautioning finger. “This must be 
between only the two of us—not even the other female internees 
should know. Friends of mine in Congress—and I have more 
there than anyone knows—are arranging for all of us to be 
shipped home by riverboat in ten days to three weeks. Since the 
projected Union operation is not scheduled to start for several 
months, that gives me plenty of time to get it to our brave 
generals so they can meet the threat with maximum strength.” 

She must be speaking of the Anaconda plan, Kate thought. 
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Poor General Scott. Even his best and most secret tactics were 
subject to perusal by senators and congressmen whose tongues 
couldn’t be trusted even when their hearts could. So in addition 
to finding out what Zack’s true relationship with Rose was, she 
now had to trick this more vital information away from her. It 
wouldn’t be easy. A mere apprentice in the art of spying, Kate 
would be up against a master of the craft, the woman referred 
to as the “Benedict Arnold of the Second Revolution.” 

Just then a guard knocked on the door and announced that 
breakfast trays were on the way and the ladies should make 
themselves presentable. After another admonition about the 
confidentiality of their chat, Rose returned to her own room to 
enjoy the elaborate meal sent for her from the finest restaurant 
in Washington by one of her wealthy admirers. 

Not a word about Zack had been uttered during the conver- 
sation, and Kate knew it wouldn’t be wise for her to mention 
his name first. She would just have to bide her time and see 
what developed. 

For the next two weeks, Kate and Rose Greenhow talked 
with increasing frequency. There wasn’t much else to do in 
confinement to make the time pass. The internees were allowed 
to mingle at certain hours each day, and Kate was gradually 
introduced to the other prisoners but found very little in com- 
mon with them, although she occasionally allowed herself to 
become cajoled into a game of whist. Rose, however, became 
increasingly possessive of the girl she considered her only equal 
in Old Cap, and Kate soon was playing the innocent-but-eager- 
to-learn novice to Rose’s woman of the world. In truth, it made 
her somewhat queasy to listen to the presumed lady’s descrip- 
tions of her amorous exploits, some carried out in the name of 
the South and others strictly for her own pleasure. 

“TI tell you, my dear, if I were ever to write my memoirs, 
giving the names of all the men who have shared my bed— 
congressmen, senators, Cabinet members, ambassadors—this 
whole land would be rocked to its foundations. Most of my 
lovers told me things I wanted to know with a little, shall we 
say, erotic persuasion. If I must say so myself, I have no peer 
when it comes to inspiring confidences on delicate matters.” 

How could she go on and on like that? Kate wondered. That 
was the kind of talk supposedly indulged in by men at their 
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clubs, in ship forecastles or barracks, not by women of short 
acquaintance. 

“Now, Senator Wilson of Massachusetts is known as a dedi- 
cated abolitionist and pro-Union man, but when he stretches 
out flat on his back without a stitch on and I work a few of my 
little tricks on him, he tells me anything I want to know. Later, 
of course, he says I could ruin him if I ever told anyone, and I 
promise with a kiss on every sensitive spot that I will never 
reveal a word. Then as soon as he is gone, I encipher the infor- 
mation just like Brig. Gen. Thomas Jordan of the Confederate 
Army taught me and send it south with the next courier. 
Tommy Jordan was also one of my lovers, but he was strictly 


for pleasure—just like that other fellow ... that wonderful 
boy ... that Marine...” 

Kate’ s ears pricked up. “Marine?” 

“Yes. Let’s see . . . What was his name? Oh, yes, Zachary 


Benson. He was formerly a lieutenant in the U.S. Marines, but 
now he’s one of ours. God, what a fantastic lover he was! He 
drove me absolutely out of my head when we made love.” 

Kate wanted to strangle the woman and rush off and be mis- 
erable all by herself, but she kept the same slightly shocked but 
interested look on her face that she had worn before Zack’s 
name was mentioned. “I suppose he passed on information, 
too?” 

“No ... no, that was the oddest part about him,” Rose 
replied with a laugh. “Despite his wild performances in bed, he 
never told me anything. In fact, I may have told him more than 
he told me. That’s why I was careful to implicate him by identi- 
fying him as the source of my information. I didn’t know then 
that he was on our side. When it occurred to me that he could 
easily betray me, I made sure my side of the story was heard 
first.” 

Kate clenched her teeth to keep from screaming. She had 
come here to learn the facts about Zachary Benson, she re- 
minded herself, so she had no right to become angry when she 
stumbled on to a few. She was glad to hear that Rose Greenhow 
had lied at the court of inquiry—that was in Zack’s favor—but 
it didn’t alter the fact that he had betrayed his country by going 
over to the Rebels, not to mention his betrayal of the woman 
who loved him. 
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Kate stared at the smug, self-satisfied face of Zachary Ben- 
son’s conniving paramour, listened to her brag about his sexual 
versatility, and knew that she despised the traitorous bitch . . . 
and hated him even more. 
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Despite Rose O’Neal Greenhow’s prediction, the announce- 
ment to leave Washington was months in coming. But, as prom- 
ised, all Southern women prisoners, plus those merely trapped 
in Washington by the outbreak of war who now wished to re- 
turn home, would be taken by riverboat down the Potomac, out 
into the Atlantic but still within Cape Charles, and landed at 
Hampton Roads, which had been taken from its Union garrison 
by the Confederates during the first days of the rebellion. 

The day of departure dawned cold and blustery, and the 
women, wrapped in their warmest shawls, began to file out of 
the prison and houses where they’d been held and climb into 
wagons and carriages under the watchful eyes of guards, sen- 
tries, and Major Baker’s detectives. 

One of: the latter tapped at Kate’s door as Tie was about to 
emerge from her room after the other women had gone. A tall, 
gangling young fellow, he introduced himself as Byron Baker, a 
cousin of Major Baker’s. “’Scuse me, ma’am,” he whispered 
after looking over his shoulder, “but Lafayette .. . Major 
Baker, that is . . . asked me to make sure you still want to go 
through with this. He said to tell you General Scott is also 
concerned.” ~ 

“Please tell Major Baker that I am prepared to see this 
through and ask him to reassure General Scott that I will do 
my best to help the Union.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” the nervous young man replied, shifting from 
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one foot to the other. “In that case, the major instructed me to 
give you this.” 

He handed her a brown paper parcel and Kate carried it over 
to the small table, turning it this way and that and trying to 
guess what was in it. When she pulled the string and folded the 
paper back, she found a small odd-looking pistol in a holster 
like none she had ever seen before. “What is this?” she asked. 

“That’s a pepperbox, ma’am, a real lady’s gun.” Byron 
gulped and then blushed furiously as he continued. “And that’s 
a thigh holster so no one will know you have it on you until you 
need to draw it.” 

“And what am I supposed to do with it?” She had learned to 
fire shotguns and rifles while growing up on the plantation—she 
had even managed to cock and fire Zack’s Navy Colt under 
duress—but this weapon was totally foreign to her. “Shoot 
someone if my honor is threatened?” 

“TI don’t know, ma’am.” He shuffled his feet, almost squirm- 
ing in embarrassment. “But I do know it’s not much good at 
distances. It packs a real wallop at close range, though; and 
there’re five balls in that cylinder.” 

Kate turned the gun over and looked at it closely, then 
sighed. “To tell you the truth, Mr. Baker, I’m not sure what I 
would do if my honor were at stake. Is it worth taking the life of 
another human being? Maybe it would be just as well to let a 
ravager have his way with me than to have his blood on my 
hands.” 

Byron looked away, even more embarrassed than before. “It 
—well—you might need it to save your life someday, ma’am.” 

She looked at him thoughtfully. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. 
I'll keep it. Please thank- Major Baker for his thoughtfulness. 
Now, you say this holster is worn on the thigh? Under my 
skirts?” 

“Y—yes, ma’am.” He gulped. 

“Then I’d better put it on,” Kate said, lifting her skirt and 
petticoats and wrapping the strap of the holster around her 
upper leg just above the garter that held her fine lisle stockings 
in place. 

She turned her green eyes on the youth, who looked as 
though he might bolt or faint but couldn’t bear to wrench his 
gaze away from the unexpected view. 
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“There, is that-on right?’ Kate asked, extending her leg to- 
ward him for inspection. 

“Y—yes . . . y—yes, m—ma’am,” Byron Baker gasped, 
then fled through the open door. 

Kate giggled and then was suddenly ashamed of herself. 
She’d been around Rose Greenhow too long. 

She gathered her things together and went on outside where 
an uneasy Byron Baker was waiting to help her into a carriage. 
He took her hand as though he expected it to burn him. 

She couldn’t resist teasing him. “I’m really not awfully dan- 
gerous, you know, Mr. Baker.” 

“No, ma’am, but you are awfully beautiful.” 

Kate ran her fingers along his cheek as she imagined Rose 
Greenhow might. If she was going to be a spy, she might as well 
start right now practicing the wiles of a femme fatale. 

Byron’s face turned as red as a ripe apple and his eyes glazed 
over slightly, but before he could react further, the driver 
cracked the whip and the carriage started off into the wild wind 
and rain, heading for the dock where the steamer Savannah 
awaited its passengers. 

It took several hours for the six hundred women to be loaded 
onto the steamer, and while that was still going on, conditions 
on board were discovered to be anything but satisfactory. When 
the captain, whom no one had seen yet, had come aboard, he 
had found his ship stripped: no food, no blankets, no supplies of 
any kind-—-only mattresses and not enough of those. He and 
Baker’s detectives immediately held a meeting in his cabin and 
agreed that the War Department would have to provide what 
was required before the Savannah could leave the dock. 

Grateful that this was an excursion boat with a roof over all 
but the topmost deck, Kate pulled the hood of her dark blue 
cape up over her head as she took up a position near the rail on 
the lower level. Rose had ploughed on through the milling pas- 
sengers to their cabin, but Kate had decided to wait until the 
crowd thinned. out a little. She had watched as detectives and 
soldiers swarmed ashore to obtain the articles the captain had 
requisitioned from the nearby government storehouse and was 
surprised at how soon wagons started arriving and were hur- 
riedly unloaded. Whoever the captain was, he certainly had the 
power and influence to get things moving fast. 
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“This contretemps is rather typical of everything the Union 
does, wouldn’t you say, Miss Cameron?” asked a clipped male 
voice slightly behind Kate. 

She turned and looked into the face of a tall, slender, elegant 
man, whom she recognized as Ian Mawson, correspondent for 
the London Times. He was being transported to Confederate 
territory, she guessed, because of his constant pro-Rebel articles 
and the suspicion that he was passing information to the enemy. 
He boasted a rather common British attitude. Like almost ev- 
eryone in England—except working people and Prince Albert, 
Queen Victoria’s consort—his sentiments were strongly pro- 
South. It was probably only the prince’s influence on the queen 
that had kept Britain from actively aiding the South by break- 
ing the blockade, if not actually participating in the hostilities. 

“This expedition does seem to have been rather badly orga- 
nized, Mr. Mawson,” she replied. 

“And stupid,” the Englishman said, looking her up and down 
appraisingly, “to allow the most beautiful woman in the whole 
country to escape and join the South. But I really should send 
my thanks to old Abe for granting me the pleasure of your 
company for three days.” 

“Do not expect too much of three days, Mr. Mawson,” Kate 
informed him coolly, having no inclination to play the femme 
fatale to Ian Mawson. His dark-haired good looks, future title, 
upper-class accent, and wealth were not sufficient reason to put 
up with his insufferable arrogance. 

He shrugged and sighed. “One can only try. I’ve learned that, 
both as a journalist and as a Briton living in our former colo- 
nies. I must confess that I am surprised to find a rose of such 
rare beauty languishing among the briar patches.” 

“If you are looking for roses, sir, you might try making the 
acquaintance of Mrs. Greenhow,” Kate said tartly. “And if you 
are looking for the return of your colonies, you had better look 
elsewhere than the Confederacy.” 

He raised the monocle he had been holding in one hand and 
placed it in his right eye to stare at her. “You have a rather 
sharp tongue for such an exquisite young lady.” 

“Roses have thorns, you know, to discourage those who 
would pluck them without thought or care.” 

“Ah, but, my dear Miss Cameron, I have given roses a great 
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deal of thought, especially the American variety. In fact, I have 
learned that the rather common garden variety in Washington 
are only too willing to be plucked.” 

“Perhaps lack of quality is the reason for your success. The 
common garden variety is always available for the inadequately 
trained-horticulturist,” Kate retorted icily, and stepped around 
him to stalk off with a dramatic swirl of her red-silk-lined cape, 
leaving him staring openmouthed at the back of her proudly 
held head and squared shoulders. 

“Upstart American! [ll being her down!” Ian Mawson mut- 
tered under his breath. “One way or another, Pll get her and 
throw her flat on her back and make her—” 

“What was that, sir?” asked a deep masculine voice. “Were 
you speaking to me?” 

Mawson turned to see the riverboat captain standing directly 
behind him. “Ah . . . no, Captain Benson. I was talking to 
myself, you might say, about yonder wench who—” 

“That, Mr. Mawson, is not a wench,” Zack stated emphati- 
cally. “She is a very great lady, and it’s time you Britishers 
showed a little respect to such individuals outside your empire.” 

“Now, really, Captain.” Mawson lifted his eyebrows pan 
izingly and pursed his lips in an amused move. 

“You know, Mr. Mawson, my maternal grandfather was a 
lieutenant on the U.S.S. Constitution when she and our other 
frigates were sweeping the seas of British riffraff in the War of 
1812, and he used to hold me on his knee and tell me there was 
no pleasure greater than looking along the long black barrel of a 
twenty-four—pounder at the yellow line on the hull of a British 
frigate and knowing that you were going to batter her scatlings 
and watch the Union Jack come fluttering down.” 

“Really, sir, really!’ Mawson sputtered, at a loss to know 
how he had suddenly stumbled into a couple of Yankee buzz- 
saws in the midst of what he had assumed were Southern sym- 
pathizers. And again he was left staring at a proudly held head 
and straight American back as Zack strode away toward the 
pilothouse. 


Kate picked her way through the crowded passageways to 
the cabin she was to share with Rose Greenhow. As she entered 
she was pleased to see that the Baker cousin’s efforts had pro- 
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duced two blankets and a pillow for each of the two bunks they 
would sleep on during their three nights aboard the Savannah. 

“Where have you been, dear girl?’”’ Rose asked. 

“Being insulted by an overbearing Englishman who thinks. 
the beds of American women exist for him to romp in.” 

Rose smiled into the mirror in which she was examining her 
face for signs of the wrinkles she dreaded. ‘You must have 
encountered darling Ian. Do not forget, my dear, that the Brit- 
ish press is on our side, and Mr. Mawson in particular is ex- 
tremely enthusiastic in supporting our cause.” 

“That’s no reason for him to act like a boor,” Kate said, 
removing her damp cape and draping it over a chair to dry. 

“You could do worse, you know. He is the son of a lord and 
will inherit the title one day. And he is very, very rich. A mar- 
riage like that would be no disgrace for the Camerons.” 

“He was not proposing marriage,” Kate told her flatly. “He 
had something less formal in mind.” 

Rose laughed. “Isn’t that how good solid marriages are estab- 
lished? I mean, a capable general always scouts out the territory 
before occupying it, doesn’t he?” 

“Yes, and if he decides he doesn’t want it, he leaves the terri- 
tory ravaged and desolate. That’s not for me, thank you. Be- 
sides, I believe it is unwise for the Confederacy to tie its for- 
tunes too closely with those of England. If we are to be a new 
country, let us be one and set our sights on the western frontiers 
of this continent.” 

Rose laughed again. ‘““Sometimes you almost sound like Sam 
Houston.” 

“Well, it’s my opinion that if the Confederacy is to have a 
future, it has to seek it to the west of us, just as that of the Old 
Country was.” 

“Ah, well, that’s not important at the moment,” Rose said. 
“We have to win the war first, and to do that, it is imperative to 
get this information—” she patted her middle—‘to Richmond 
intact.” 

Kate nodded, giving no indication of the dismay she felt on 
learning that Rose was carrying the Anaconda plan maps on 
her own person. That was going to make it difficult to steal 
them unless she was prepared to slip a knife between Rose’s 
ribs. Was she willing to go that far? She shuddered inwardly 
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and turned her mind to another possibility. With a gun pressed 
to her head, Rose might be persuaded to surrender the docu- 
ments, but Kate couldn’t find that out for sure without re- 
vealing herself as a Union agent and ruining any chance of 
remaining undercover. 

No, she had to find a way of getting the papers without Rose 
learning the thief’s identity—or.else leave the woman unable to 
testify as to who it was who had relieved her of them. The last 
alternative sounded an awful lot like murder, and Kate quailed 
at the thought. 

Then circumstances beyond her control almost accomplished 
her mission for her. One of Major Baker’s detectives came to 
the cabin to announce that the major had decreed that every 
Southern woman aboard the Savannah was to be searched for 
contraband, mainly quinine. The medicine, worth its weight in 
gold in Richmond, was desperately needed to fight the malaria 
outbreaks that plagued the South. 

“How dare they!” Rose fumed after the man had gone on to 
alert the occupants of the next cabin. “How dare they question 
the word of a Southern lady? Search us, indeed! And they'll 
probably add insult to injury by having nigger wenches do the 
searching!” 

“Well, I’m not worried about a search,” Kate said. 

Rose’s blue eyes flashed angrily. ‘No, of course you’re not! 
All the information you have is in your head, where they can’t 
search for it. You’ve got to help me think of where to hide what 
I have! We cannot take a chance on having it found!” 

Something about the way she said it made Kate suspicious. 
Looking at her closely, she asked, “Are you also carrying qui- 
nine, Rose?” 

The woman stared at her silently for a moment, then reluc- 
tantly admitted, “Yes, in waterproof pouches. Now, help me 
figure out a way to keep them and the papers safe.” 

“All right, but first I have to take care of something per- 
sonal,” Kate said, and left the cabin to find the nearest sanitary 
facility. She was shocked to find at least a dozen women lined 
up waiting their turn but then realized that with the number of 
women on board the situation was to be expected. 

By the time she returned to the cabin, Rose was calmly 
checking her appearance in the mirror, patting the skirt of the 
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shimmering green silk crinoline she had insisted on wearing 
instead of the more conservative and sensible high-necked 
mulberrry wool traveling costume Kate had advised. Rose took 
great pride in always presenting herself in the most alluring 
fashion, no matter what the circumstances. 

“Well,” Kate said, “shall we get to.work on your problem?” 

“That isn’t necessary now. It’s been taken care of, thank 
you.” 

Kate wanted to ask for details but was forestalled by a pe- 
remptory knock on the door and a soldier entering to announce 
that they were to proceed to the main cabin immediately, leav- 
‘ing their reticules and handbags behind to be searched while 
they were gone. 

He waited for them to go, making no objection as Rose 
draped a brilliantly colored, fringed Spanish shawl around her 
shoulders and Kate snatched up her cape, remembering that the 
wind was still blowing and it would be cold topside. 

-Following Rose through the passageways, Kate had the feel- 
ing that the woman was very pleased with herself, and she won- 
dered why. Had she managed to pass the quinine and papers to 
someone else—perhaps a member of the crew who was a sym- 
pathizer? There could be such people aboard since this was a 
privately owned excursion boat leased by the government and 
manned by whatever personnel was available. 

On reaching the main cabin, the women were informed that 
the search was to be carried out not by slave women as Rose 
had predicted but by respectable Irish and German housewives. 
They had been recruited by,.and were under the supervision of, 
Mrs. Harlan, the wife of the secretary of the interior, a woman 
noted for her many charities and good works, one who could 
never be accused of not being a lady by even the snootiest seces- 
sionist female. It seemed to Kate that Major Baker and his 
cousins were outthinking the dissidents. 

Mss. Harlan arrived in her own fine carriage and was accom- 
panied by her maid. And as the resentful transportees, mutter- 
ing and complaining, moved at a snail’s pace toward the screens 
behind which the examination would take place, she spoke to 
them. 

“Rest assured, ladies, that this search would not be con- 
ducted if the blockage of contraband supplies was not so vital to 
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our cause. Now, I assume that none of you are smugglers and 
so need not‘be disturbed by the search of your clothing. How- 
ever, I shall stay right here as a personal guarantee that- your 
dignity and honor as Southern women will not be violated.” 

The protests died down after that, and the lines moved rap- 
idly as though all were eager to get the ordeal over with before 
the weather turned colder and made removing one’s clothing 
infinitely more uncomfortable. 

* Just before Kate and Rose reached the screened area, Captain 
Dover motioned Kate aside, then said to Lafayette Baker’s 
cousins, who were directing the flow of women, “Gentlemen, I 
can personally assure you that Miss Cameron was searched in 
the same manner the ladies we employ were before she left the 
Old Capitol and was found to carry no contraband.” 

Byron and Lafayette Baker nodded in acknowledgment of his 
statement, and Dover escorted her back through the passage- 
ways to her cabin. Once there, he again conveyed General 
Scott’s suggestion that she abandon the project. 

“No, Captain, I cannot do that. I am committed to serving 
my country in the way I am convinced I can do it best.” 

The officer bowed, kissed her hand, and left without further 
argument. Kate entered the cabin, absently shrugging off her 
cloak and tossing it onto her bunk; its slight dampness seemed 
to make it heavier than usual. Her mind was on Rose Green- 
how. She hoped the woman would be found out and taken off 
the ship, but from the unconcerned smile that had been on 
Rose’s face, she suspected nothing incriminating would be de- 
tected during the inspection of her clothing. 

What could she have done with the pouches? If Kate could 
find them before she returned, it would be easy to pass them on 
to one of the detectives and Rose would never need to know 
who had betrayed her. But a good look at the disarray of the 
room told Kate it had been thoroughly searched already, and 
there wasn’t much likelihood that she would find anything a 
professional detective had missed. Well, she’d just have to wait 
and hope for another chance to get her hands on the waterproof 
pouches and their contents. 

A half hour later Rose returned to the cabin, smiling and 
triumphant, bubbling over with good humor and even praise for 
Mrs. Harlan. 
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“If it is possible for a Republican to be a lady, Mrs. Harlan is. 
Nobody can complain that they were treated with anything but 
total dignity—more than some of those tramps deserve.” 

“And they found nothing on you?” Kate asked, feeling the 
ship vibrate as the engines started up and the craft finally got 
under way, hours later than planned. 

“Of course not, my dear,” Rose responded, laughing. “How 
could they when you were carrying the contraband for me?” 

“I was what?” Kate asked, paling. 

“I knew you wanted to. help me, and I knew that whatever 
happened to the rest of us, Senator Cameron’s niece would not 
be searched.” 

“But where did you put it . . . and how?” 

“Why, in your cloak, my dear girl,” Rose said, picking up the 
heavy gament Kate had tossed on the bunk. “While you went to 
answer nature’s call, I pinned it in the lining down near the 
bottom where all the fullness is.” 

“Oh, my God! You put me in that kind of danger without 
even telling me!’ Kate was furious as she realized she had had 
the precious maps on her all the time. 

“I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to make you ner- 
vous,” Rose explained, removing the pouches from near the 
hem of the cape and replacing them in the hoop frame under 
her crinoline. “I knew they would be safe with you because you 
were locked up on suspicion only, not actually caught spying.” 

Kate turned away so the woman couldn’t see her face. It was 
maddening to know she had missed the opportunity to slip the 
packets to the Bakers or Captain Dover and then simply tell 
Rose she had been found out. No, that would have been too 
easy! Even when she had noticed the extra weight of the cape 
dragging on her, she had assumed it was caused by the moisture 
it had absorbed instead of investigating as she should have and 
finding the hidden documents and drugs. Damn Rose Green- 
how! And damn Kate Cameron for letting the woman outwit 
her! 

“I have another piece of good news,” Rose began, taking a 
vial of perfume from her reticule and dabbing a drop behind 
each ear and in the deep cleavage between her snowy breasts. 
“You will have the cabin to yourself for the remainder of the 
trip.” 
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“I will?” Kate asked tautly. Was she going to lose her last 
chance to steal back the precious maps? “Why? The authorities 
can’t have decided to keep you in Washington because we’re 
now under way.” 

“That’s right. The reason is I learned that the captain of this 
vessel is an old acquaintance of mine . . . the Marine I told 
you about, Captain Zachary Benson. And naturally, when he 
heard I was on board, he invited me to share his cabin. I, of 
course, said I would be happy to since he is one of the most 
talented lovers I have ever had.” 

Rose O’Neal Greenhow swept from the cabin on a cloud of 
mimosa scent and an echo of seductive laughter. A pale and 
shaken Kate stared after her. What was Zachary Benson doing 
in command of a Union chartered boat? How could he be 
trusted on a mission like this after being drummed out of the 
‘service for treason? Her rational mind wanted to deal with 
those questions, but she found she was unable to control the 
flood of emotion sweeping through her that had nothing to do 
with reason. 

She had only presence of mind enough to close the door 
before throwing herself on the bunk and buryng her face in the 
pillow. Great wracking sobs threatened to shake her slender 
form apart. Pounding the mattress with her fists in grief and 
frustration, she cried her heart out. Oh, God, was she to be 
spared nothing? Was there no humiliation or shame too deep to 
put her through . . . no grief too devastating . . . no betrayal 
too bitter? That woman would be in Zack’s cabin! ... in 
Zack’s arms! . . . for the next three nights and two days! 





Tormented by anger and jealousy, Kate spent a miserable night 
tossing and turning on the hard mattress, and when she did 
drop off for a few minutes, she dreamed of the traitorous spy 
mistress writhing in passion in Zachary Benson’s embrace. 

Shortly before dawn she gave up trying to sleep and wan- 
dered up onto the deck, huddled inside her warm cape, the 
hood pulled close about her face. Standing by the rail, she 
watched the lights blink off in towns along both banks, her 
depression deepened by the knowledge that the river was now 
the border between two separate nations. Sentries in blue or 
gray stood to their posts on both sides of the Potomac, on the 
lookout for surprise attacks at dawn, while farmers rose and 
headed out to do the milking, leaving their wives to light stoves 
and fireplaces, get breakfast on the table, and stir the rest of the 
household into action. 

“Hullo! What’s a fair lass like you doing abroad at such a 
chill hour of the morning?” Ian Mawson’s supercilious voice 
broke into Kate’s melancholy musings. 

He was the last person on earth she wanted for company, but 
she forced herself to answer politely. “I was watching the lights_ 
along the shore blink out and finding them symbolic of those of 
the Union.” 

“And I say, thank God for that, for if ever there were a 
swaggering bastion of Black Republicanism, this Union is it.” 

“Yes, and it certainly has given the empire some bad days, 
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hasn’t it, Mr. Mawson?” Kate couldn’t keep the caustic tone 
out of her voice. 

“Miss Cameron, I cannot understand your hostility toward 
me.” He moved closer to the rail to peer into her face. “We are 
on the same side, are we not? You support the Confederacy and 
so do I; we were both shipped out of Washington for that rea- 
son. Why do you hate me?” 

“I do not hate you. I have not given you that much thought. 
I simply dislike the delight you take in the destruction of our 
nation. Yes, I am a supporter of the-Confederacy, but I do not 
enjoy seeing the Union destroyed any more than do Robert E. 
Lee, Alexander Stevens, or even, in his heart of hearts, Jefferson 
Davis. Your satisfaction seems to come not from zeal for the 
Confederate cause but from what gains it may bring the British 
empire.” 

Her statement of lack of interest in him had caused Maw- 
son’s face to flush, and as she went on, his brow darkened, but 
he still smiled arrogantly. ““You may think you dislike me, fair 
lady, but remember this: other women have said the same thing, 
but once they got to know me properly, they liked me a great 
deal.” 

Before she had time to retort, he reached out and pulled her 
roughly into his arms, grinding his mouth savagely down onto 
hers. 

Kate’s hands came up to grip his arms in an effort to regain 
her balance and push him away, but then the thought flashed 
through her mind that Zack was probably waking up about 
now in the plump, rounded arms of Rose O’Neal Greenhow 

. and perhaps starting to make love to her again. 

Despair and defeat weakened her resistance as she asked her- 
self what difference one man’s lips made over another’s. Hadn’t 
she decided previously that to carry out an endangered mission, 
she would give herself in exchange for information valuable to 
her country? So how much could an incident like this matter? 
She would never love again—she knew that—but that didn’t 
rule out making love for a specific reason or responding to sim- 
ple physical desire, did it? 

Her breasts were flattened against Mawson’s chest, and the 
pressure of his lips forced hers apart, permitting his tongue to 
plunge into her mouth. She felt a faint stirring of passion, but it 
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was quickly destroyed by the violence of his assault and the 
contempt for women it implied. She put her hands against his 
chest and shoved. 

What happened was startling. The Englishman was propelled 
backward so forcefully that he almost fell. Not from her shove 
. . . but from a sudden jerk of the big hand that had locked on 
his collar. 

“Mawson, I told you to stay away from Miss Cameron,” 
Zack growled, taking a menacing stance over the newsman. 

“Yankee swine! Keep your hands off me, or I’ll—” 

“You'll what? Take your cane to me as you do to the coolies 
in your misbegotten empire? Try it and I'll break it over your 
arrogant head and feed it to you, piece by piece!” 

“Why, you—” Mawson started forward with his fists cocked 
only to land on the deck with a thump when Zack’s fist con- 
nected with his chin and sent him sprawling. 

“Now, I’m telling you again,” Zack said authoritatively, 
standing over the man with his legs spread apart, “stay away 
from Miss Cameron.” 

Ian touched his chin gingerly and stared sullenly up at the 
American. “You—you could have broken my jaw,” he pro- 
tested with a slight lisp, and licked at a tiny trickle of blood at 
the corner of his mouth. “I am going to report you to. the 
government.” 

“Which one? The one in Richmond you are so fond of? Or 
the one that runs this ship and is escorting you there?” 

“The authorities, that’s all,” Mawson muttered, getting to his 
feet and sidling away while trying to keep up a facade of dig- 
nity. ; 

Zack turned to Kate. “I’m sorry. I wouldn’t have had this 
happen-—” 

Rage suddenly overwhelmed Kate, and she glared at him, her 
green eyes flashing irately. “Ill thank you to quit interfering in 
my life! Haven’t you got enough to keep you busy in that happy 
little paradise you’ve set up in your cabin without playing chap- 
erone to me?” : 

“Kate, please, try to understand. I don’t blame you for being 
angry about Rose, but . . . oh, hell, I can’t explain... But 
it isn’t what it seems.” 

“Oh, I’m sure of that. I know you don’t care for her any 
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more than you do for me. If she weren’t on board, you’d try to 
lure me or some other female into your cabin. Rose just hap- 
pens to be the most convenient woman at the moment.” 

Zack extended a pleading hand. “Please, Kate. I guess it’s too 
much to expect you to understand, but couldn’t you please just 
suspend judgment for a while?” 

“Should [ also suspend judgment on how you lied about what 
your father does for a living, giving the impression that he was a 
solid businessman in Natchez when actually he’s a riverboat 
gambler?” 

Zack’s face flushed with anger. “No. I only lied about that 

because I wanted to serve as an officer in the Navy or Marines. 
But I’m not ashamed of my father—he never cheated anyone in 
his life. He was, and is, an honest gambler. And I was a 
roustabout. I earned my living by the sweat of my brow, work- 
ing beside blacks instead of driving them with a whip.” 
‘. “All right, none of that matters,” she said. She didn’t know 
why she had brought it up because she honestly didn’t care. But 
hurt feelings drove her and she plunged on. “Am I to disbelieve 
the court of inquiry that found you guilty of communicating 
with Rose, or distrust the evidence of my own eyes when I’ve 
seen you with her? Is that a lie?” 

“No, it’s not a lie, but it’s not the truth either.” 

“What does that mean? Do you know of a third alternative 
that has escaped my attention?” 

“No... but... well, it’s something I can’t talk about 
now.” 

“Very well, there’s something else I’d like to know the truth 
about. How did you become captain of a pleasure boat turned 
transport? Why wouid a disgraced and discredited military man 
be appointed to a task as sensitive as returning all these women 
to the South?” 

Zack’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t miss much, do you, Kate? 
You’re smart as well as beautiful. But the answer is, I can’t talk 
about that either. All I can tell you is that things are not always 
what they seem.” 

“Indeed? Well, how about that overblown, overaged Irish 
Rose in your bed? Can you taik about her?” 

“If you insist, but I can’t tell you my reasons for taking her 
into my cabin.” 
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“Never mind. I know why she’s there,” she said, starting to 
turn away. “I know why and I know exactly what goes on 
there, down to the last sordid detail.” 

“What goes on is meaningless, Kate. It is you I love.” 

“On your lips, the word ‘love’ is obscene. Go on back to your 
cabin and take care of your Rebel friend and leave me alone. 
Stay away from me and keep your nose out of my business— 
and that includes any relationship I may or may not decide to 
have with Ian Mawson.” 

Zack turned pale and his lips thinned to a tight line, but he 
managed to say evenly, “Kate, I know you are hurt and angry, 
but I beg of you, don’t become involved with that man and do 
anything you might regret for the rest of your life.” 

“Why should I regret an unimportant shipboard affair? The 
only one [’jl ever regret is the one I engaged in with you.” 

She turned on her heel and stalked off, not seeing or caring 
that Zack watched her go with a silent curse and a gesture of 
angry frustration. 

Kate spent the rest of the morning pacing up and down the 
confined space of the cabin and mulling over the whole situa- 
tion. Aside from her bitterness at Zack, she had to consider the 
fact that Rose’s moving in with him had removed any chance of 
her getting the Anaconda plan away from her. How was she 
going to handle that now? After scouring her brain for an an- 
swer, she decided she’d have to play a waiting game for the time 
being. 

Around midmorning, she became aware that the Savannah 
had come to a dead stop, and there were sounds of distant 
gunfire. But the engines were still throbbing, so she decided not 
to investigate and returned to her own problems. 

When she couldn’t stand the gloomy cabin any longer, she 
changed out of the dark, sensible clothes she’d been wearing 
and into the only colorful frock she had with her, an orange, 
yellow, and green plaid taffeta that lifted her spirits with its gay 
colors and spritely rustling. Throwing a soft cashmere shawl, 
warm but lighter than a cloak, around her, she went up on 
deck. 

Many women were already there, enjoying the sun that had 
replaced the mists of morning while they walked and chatted. 
Kate strolled among them, not happy but almost cheerful, until 
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she spotted Rose O’Neal Greenhow standing beside the wheel- 
house where Zack, apparently conning the ship himself as it 
passed close along the Maryland shore, was giving orders to the 
pilot. 

“What’s the captain trying to do, run us aground?” Kate 
asked the Savannah’s second officer as he passed by. 

“No, ma’am. After we had to stop to have that boom cleared 
out of our way by soldiers from shore this mornin’, he’s just 
being cautious. You see that there white bluff up ahead on the 
Virginia side? Well, there’s a Rebel battery up there whose com- 
mander has an itchy trigger finger. Cap’n’s just tryin’ to stay 
out of range in case that Reb pretends not to see our flag of 
truce.” 

“Oh. Yes, I see,” she said, feeling rather foolish. It hadn’t 
occurred to her to connect the noise she’d heard earlier with a 
boom being removed from the water—or even to wonder if the 
river might be blockaded. Apparently their flag of truce did not 
guarantee free passage. Looking upward, she could see the 
black snouts of guns sticking out through embrasures overlook- 
ing the river and the new Confederate flag fluttering on its staff 
atop the fortification they were passing. 

Rose saw the banner, too, and shouted down to the women 
on deck, “Look, girls . . . over there! The Bonny Blue Flag!” 
The women cheered and waved scarves and handkerchiefs. 

Rose started to sing and the others took up the words to the 
newly composed melody that was expected to replace ‘‘Dixie”’ 
as the official song of the rebellion. “ ‘Hooray for the Bonny 
Blue Flag that bears a single star .. .”” 

“It certainly is inspiring, isn’t it?” lan Mawson’s voice said 
almost in Kate’s ear. “To see that flag waving so proudly up 
there, defying the whole might of the Black Republic?” 

“To the ladies aboard the Savannah, it is,” Kate replied 
evenly. 

“*. . ye men of valour, gather round and rally round the 
Bonny Blue Flag that bears a single star!’ ” 

The voices echoed out over the water and the blue-clad sen- 
tries aboard the riverboat scowled in displeasure and slammed 
the butts of their muskets against the deck in a show of irrita- 
tion as the boat proceeded past the fortification and out of range 
of its guns. 
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Ian glanced from them to Kate with a sly smile. “One 
wouldn’t expect the Yankees to approve the song, but why is it 
you did not join the Confederate singing?” 

“I do not know the words,” Kate said coolly, “and I’m not as 
demonstrative as the others.” 

She sneaked a glance up at the bridge. Zack had turned his 
back on the Confederate flag now that they were out of danger 
and, at the sound of a bugle echoing on the soft breeze, swung 
his long glass toward the Maryland side of the river. 

“What was that?” Mawson asked, raising a small pair of 
binoculars to his eyes and also staring shoreward. 

’ “Union troops on the march, I would guess, Mr. Mawson,” 
Kate said. “A great many of them from the. sound.” 

He stared in silence for a few moments. “Ah, yes, you are 
correct, m’dear. Cavalry—I have never seen so many. I wonder 
where they are going?” 

“South. Where else?” Kate-said with a touch of malice. “And 
you really should inform your readers of that fact.” 

There was something so overbearing in his manner that she 
couldn’t help trying to prick the prideful balloon of his self- 
esteem. 

As the column of Union cavalry came closer Kate could see 
that it consisted of almost a full division—to her eyes, a truly 
magnificent and vastly encouraging sight. 

“T must say they look most soldierly and seem to know how 
to ride,” Mawson admitted grudgingly as the first regiment in 
black Hardy hats, blue shell jackets, and powder blue pants 
emerged into clear sight, its band striking up “John Brown’s 
Body.” 

“I say, they’re all bloody niggers!” Mawson exclaimed in 
shocked surprise. “They look rather like monkeys in bellboy 
suits, eh?” 

Kate swallowed a sharp retort and simply said, “Listen.” 

The mounted band blared out the tune and the black regi- 
ment sang along, their voices blending melodiously, seemingly 
as well matched as their gray horses. 


John Brown’s body lies a’mouldering in the deep, 
A’mouldering in the deep. 
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John Brown’s body lies a’mouldering in the deep, 
But his truth goes marching on. 


Kate’s eyes returned to Zack, and from the grim expression 
on his face, she knew the memory of the abolitionist was haunt- 
ing him, that he still blamed himself for what he hadn’t been 
able to finish that day in the Virginia hill country. For a mo- 
ment, her heart went out to him, but her sympathy vanished as 
Rose crossed the deck to take his arm and brazenly place it 
around her waist. Kate’s jaw set; two could play that game as 
easily as one. 

She turned to Mawson and forced herself to smile. “This 
morning I told Captain Benson that he was not to interfere in 
my affairs again.” 

Mawson smiled. “Splendid! It is deuced uncomfortable for a 
chap to have a stevedore lying in wait to assault him every time 
he looks at or speaks to a lady.” 

“I believe the captain was a deckhand earlier in life, Mr. 
Mawson, and more recently, a cashiered Marine officer.” 

“Ah, yes. One can always tell a bounder when one sees one,” 
he said in the superior way that made him hard to like. 

Another regiment with a mounted band playing Iustily was 
now galloping along the shore road while its men sang: 


The Union forever! 
Hoorah, boys, hooraht 
Down with the traitors! 
Up with the Starst- 


“Good Lord, hussars!” Mawson exclaimed. “Just like in the 


real armies of Europe! Pelisses, blue shell jackets . . . But look 
at the trousers! Buckskin breeches! How-gauche! Who on earth 
are they?” 


“Benton’s Hussars from out-West, and they fight as well as 
they ride,” Zack said as he.and Rose came strolling up on the 
other side of Kate. 

The hussars spotted the women on the ship, set up a shout, 
and fell out of rank, whistling wildly. The Southern women 
turned their backs or looked haughtily down their noses. Kate 
controlled her urge to wave, knowing that she’d ruin her role of 
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Southern sympathizer if she did so in full view of Rose and 
Mawson. 

Behind the hussars came lancers, their long spears held 
firmly, and red and blue pennants whipping in the breeze. They 
had no band. 

“Rush’s Pennsylvania Lancers,” Zack said. 

The last regiment was headed by pipers and banjo players, 
the latter twanging at their instruments to accompany the sing- 
ing men. , 

“Those are Texans,” Mawson mumbled in perplexity. “I 
thought Texas was with the Confederacy.” 

“Beastly Yankees in disguise,” Rose interjected, sniffing, but 
the voices that carried across the water were unmistakably 
Texan. 


There’s a yellow rose in Texas, 
And she’s waitin’ there for me 


“Those are the Texas Cavalry, the Partisan Rangers,” Zack 
said of the group dressed in buckskins and flat western-style 
hats. 

The staff of the division galloped by, led by a tall, handsome 
young man with flowing brown hair and a black plume in his 
hat. He turned his horse, and it reared up as he bowed and 
saluted the women on board the Savannah. It was a magnificent 
gesture, but no one responded except Rose, who seemingly 
could not resist so handsome a man, no matter what his poli- 
tics. 

The other women stared at her accusingly, but Rose laughed 
it off. “Well, he was extraordinarily good-looking .. . and 
brave, I assume. Too bad he doesn’t have any military secrets I 
could charm out of him.” 

Then she turned to Kate. “I see you’ve made a conquest, 
Kate dear. How nice. And how fortunate that you have a cabin 
to yourself for the rest of the journey.” 

Kate was hard put to control her primitive urge to fly at the 
woman and yank her black hair out, but she dug her fingernails 
into her palms instead and said sweetly, “Ah, but since I am not 
as impetuous as you, Rose, it will not distress me to spend my 
nights alone.” 
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“Ah, well, everyone to her own taste,” Rose drawled, snug- 
gling against Zack’s arm as she led him away. 

Did she imagine it, Kate wondered, or had Zack actually cast 
a pleading look back over his shoulder? Pleading for what? Not 
rescue certainly. If he didn’t want the woman in his bed, all he 
had to do was tell her so. Understanding, perhaps? Well, she 
was entirely out of that commodity; he had used up her whole 
supply with his prior deceptions. 

“Would you care to stroll around the deck, Mr. Mawson?” 
she asked with pretended warmth. 

Mawson offered his arm with a cynical smile, but she didn’t 
care what he thought. All she wanted was to show Zachary 
Benson that he hadn’t broken her heart, and that there were 
other men in the world she could become interested in, even 
here on his own ship. 

As. they promenaded, she wondered again why Zack had 
been placed in command of this particular operation. She could 
only conclude that the goverment was not totally convinced of 
his disloyalty or that someone high up had used undue influ- 
ence to get him this position of responsibility. 

Perhaps it was her duty as a secret agent to investigate just 
what his status was and what he was up to. Perhaps he was the 
one she should be using her wiles on. She rejected that idea, 
knowing it was the counsel of her emotions, not of her reason- 
ing mind. 

“What are you thinking about so seriously, my lovely?” Ian 
asked in the condescending manner she resented. 

Assuming a superior air of her own, Kate replied haughtily, 
“TI was contemplating the role history plays in determining the 
future fate of nations. We women of Virginia must keep our- 
selves cognizant of such matters because our men depend a 
great deal on our wisdom in helping them make momentous 
decisions.” 

“Really?” Ian was openly skeptical. “I was under the impres- 
sion that Southern women’s favorite subjects for contemplation 
were romance under moonlit skies, honeysuckle blossoms, and 
waltzing to Herr Strauss’s music.” 

“Oh, we do that, too,” she answered with a dazzling smile. 
“You see, we are quite versatile, but we restrict those activities 
to the proper time and place—to evenings in mirrored ball- 
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rooms with white-gloved servants standing ready to pour fine © 
champagne and exquisite liqueurs.” 

“Champagne? I thought the mint julep was the traditional 
favorite of the South?” 

“Oh, I’m afraid your notions about our part of the country 
were gained by reading Uncle Tom’s Cabin or similar ro- 
mances,” Kate replied, laughing. 

He looked a trifle nonplussed. ““Well, I say now . . . how- 
ever arrived at, my impressions of the South are far better than 
my impressions of the North.” 

Kate laughed again. “Yes, but only by comparison. Actually, 
you have only contempt for any colonial.” 

“My dear girl, that is not true,” he protested. ““Not where the 
ladies and gentlemen of your region are concerned. And espe- 
cially not exquisite creatures like yourself.” He placed his left 
hand over hers as it rested on his right arm. “I really am tre- 
mendously attracted to you, Miss Kate Cameron. Don’t you 
think you could be a bit more charitable in your attitude toward 
me if you tried?” 

She slanted her green eyes at him in a provocative manner, a 
flirtatious note in her voice. “I should have to think that over 
for a while, sir. Perhaps I could give you an answer in a few 
weeks.” ’ 

“In a few weeks, I could be dead .. . killed in the field 
while reporting the victorious advance of your armies.” 

In a few weeks, I could be dead, too, she thought, hanged as a 
Northern spy. Several of Lafayette Baker’s men, as well as a few 
Pinkertons, had already been hanged by Regular Southern 
forces; others had been tortured and mutilated by guerrillas 
before being burned. . 

They had taken only a few turns around the deck when heavy 
gunfire was heard up ahead, and all passengers were ordered 
below decks to avoid possible injury from stray bullets. Fighting 
had broken out between soldiers on opposite sides of the river, 
and the Savannah had to stop and wait until it was over. There 
could be no doubt in anyone’s mind now that they were travel- 
ing in the middle of a war, and Kate wondered how many more 
delays there would be and how long it would take them to reach 
their destination. Their flag of truce would get them through 
eventually, but Zack and his crew were going to have to exer- 
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cise a lot of patience and diplomacy in dealing with each crisis 
as it arose. 

As they made their way below, Mawson asked Kate to meet 
him for another walk that evening. “It will be dark then and 
perhaps your mind will turn to less weighty matters than the 
fate of nations, philosophy, and history.” 

“Perhaps,” she agreed. 

“Then I shall live in anticipation,” he said, kissing each of 
her hands before letting her go. 


When Kate came back on deck, it was dusk and the ship was 
just starting to pass out of the mouth of the Potomac and enter 
the upper reaches of Chesapeake Bay. 

Mawson swooped down on her like a hawk awaiting its prey. 
“Ah, there you are, my dear Kate, and looking as breathtak- 
ingly beautiful as only you can.” 

“How can you tell in this near darkness?” 

“I can feel your inner radiance,” he murmured, drawing her 
into a close embrace, “and I intend to discover its essence with 
my lips.” 

Kate struggled to hold him off. “Wait . . . Let’s not rush 
ii) 5 Bg 

He tilted her head back, and her eyes focused on a lonely 
figure standing by the pilothouse, long glass in hand. Zack! Was 
he worried about taking the big, three-deck river vessel into 
almost open sea? Probably not. He must have learned ocean 
navigation at Annapolis before deciding to go into the Marine 
Corps. 

From where he was standing, she knew he must be able to see 
and recognize her and Ian. Good, she thought, and ceased re- 
sisting the Englishman, instead relaxing in his arms and letting 
his lips range freely over hers. Let Zack get a taste of the kind of 
jealousy he was causing to eat at her. 

Despite her dislike of Ian, she didn’t find Ian’s kisses repug- 
nant. They lacked the ability to set her aflame the way Zack’s 
had, and they were harder and more demanding than Noel’s, 
but the underlying desire was balm to her wounded ego. 

A mild tremor of excitement stirred in her as Ian pushed her 
against the rail, tilting her chin higher to give his mouth better 
access to hers. Her breasts were crushed against his shirt front, 
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and the pressure caused a faint, pleasant tingling in her nipples. 
The hand at the smali of her back forced her lower body into 
close contact with his hard masculine thighs, and an unex- 
pected jolt of raw physical lust startled her into-opening her 
eyes. When she saw the tall figure on the catwalk around the 
pilothouse turn staring at them transfixed, she deliberately put 
her arms around Ian’s neck, encouraging him with a hand at 
the back of his head. 

He released her lips long enough to whisper in her ear. 
“Kate, you are driving me mad. I’ve got to have you! Come 
along to my stateroom and—” 

She heard Zack’s long glass slam shut and caught a glimpse 
out of the corner of her eye of him striding angrily to the far | 
side of the bridge. 

Shoving away from Ian as suddenly as she had embraced 
him, she said, “No. I think we’d better slow down.” 

“But, my dear girl, why waste time? We have only a brief 
interlude to spend together. After we reach Virginia, we may 
never see each other again.” 

“That’s true,” she conceded, “and that’s all the more reason 
to think about what we’re doing. I am not given to quick ro- 
manices that lead nowhere. I would have to know a man much 
better and for a much longer period of time before I would even 
consider making love with him.” 

He chuckled indulgently. “My dear girl, you are so naive. 
Making love is one of the best ways there is to become ac- 
quainted. This is the nineteenth century, you know, not the 
Dark Ages. And caught up as we are in the middle of a war, we 
are entitled to human comfort whenever and wherever we can 
find it. Come along and quit acting like a sentimental child.” 

“No,” she said flatly. “My thinking is not that modern. I still 
set some store by the old-fashioned rules that govern our soci- 
ety. Now, would you care to take a few turns around the deck 
with me and talk about other things? Or shall I return to my 
cabin alone right now?” 

“Silly, silly girl,” he said, but offered his arm in his usual 
condescending manner. “You beautiful ones are so cold and 
heartless. But perhaps by the time we finish our promenade, 
you will have fallen a helpless victim to my charm and personal 
magnetism, as have so many of your less staid sisters.” 
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Kate smiled and put herself out to keep him amused with 
entertaining chatter as they strolled. She didn’t want to lose 
contact with him; he might prove an excellent source of infor- 
mation in the days to come; he could even prove valuable as an 
escort to whatever social functions were still being held in Rich- 
mond. She had less qualms about using him for such purposes 
than about using former friends. — 

Much later, back in the cabin by herself, she wondered if she 
had escaped from something she didn’t want or passed up the 
opportunity for an experience that might have held meaning for 
her. Ian had kissed her good night, and again she had felt the 
sensual stirring she had never known with Noel, and it had been 
pleasant even though not up to the level of madness Zack in- 
spired in her. 

But was a few occasional hours of wild lovemaking with a 
man who had a reputation as a lady killer, and lived up to it, all 
she wanted out of life? Or did she want a steadier, more endur- 
ing relationship? 

“Well, you certainly wouldn’t get one with Ian Mawson,” she 
muttered to herself, crossing to peer into the small mirror at- 
tached to the cabin wall. : 

Slowly she removed her shawl and bonnet and stood gazing 
at her reflection. Her. golden hair, dampened by the sea air 
blowing in from the Atlantic, formed a halo of ringlets around 
her oval face. That plus her pale ivory skin, long-lashed green 
eyes, straight nose, and full coral pink lips told her she was 
beautiful, and Zack had assured her she was a warmly passion- 
ate woman. Surely she wouldn’t have to go through life pining 
for a faithless man. There had to be other men who were just as 
attractive, just as able to arouse her, and more worthy of her 
love. But instinctively she knew Ian Mawson was not one of 
them. 

With a sigh, she undressed and crawled into the hard, un- 
comfortable bunk. She tried to empty her mind and let sleep 
come, but her thoughts kept drifting back to the nights she’d 
spent with Zack—the first one in the toolshed in Harper’s 
Ferry, then the hotel room in Charlestown where the Brown 
trial had been held, and most memorable of all, the stolen hours 
in-her own bedroom at her uncle’s Washington home. And the 
more she thought about those thrilling moments, the angrier 
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she grew at herself for not having had better sense than to have 
become so involved with a totally irresponsible man, a faithless 
wretch who even now was probably using his talents to further 
enslave Rose O’Neal Greenhow. Oh, God, why did she have to 
torture herself this way? 

She finally drifted off into a fevered half sleep only to be 
rudely awakened in the middle of the night by loud pounding 
on her cabin door. 

“Kate! Kate, wake up! It’s Rose, Kate! We are in danger! 
Wake up!” 

Sleepy and confused, Kate wondered if they’d been attacked 
by a ship that couldn’t identify them or see their flag of truce in 
the dark. She lighted a taper and then the oil lantern hanging 
from the overhead. Sliding her feet into slippers and pulling a 
dressing gown over her nightdress, she opened the door a crack, 
and the frantic Rose pushed it wide and came inside. 

“Pack your things!” the woman instructed her urgently. 
“You and I have to get off this ship. There are plans afoot to 
exchange us for federal spies, and they’ll search us again before 
handing us over.” 

“But, Rose . . .” Kate started to protest but then thought 
better of it. If she lost track of Rose now, ‘she’d never get the 
charts for the Anaconda plan away from her. Obediently she 
began to pack. “Do you have a plan? What are we doing to 
do?” 

“For the sake of the South, we must avoid being exchanged 
for Union spies, and I couldn’t get past another search even 
with your help. Of course I loathe having to quit the bunk of 
our gallant captain.” Her eyes rolled heavenward. “Oh, Kate, 
how that man can make love!” 

Kate’s hand closed spasmodically on the petticoat she was 
foiding and her jaw clenched. On top of everything else, did she 
have to endure this woman’s bragging about the amorous abil- 
ity of the man she loved? 

“My dear, when he thrusts into you, you feel as though—” 

“Rose, we’d better put aside personal affairs and hurry,” 
Kate interrupted. The woman’s vulgarity sickened her, and she 
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simply could not tolerate hearing any more about her intimate 
activities with Zack. 

“Yes, I suppose you’re right,” Rose replied, sighing, then be- 
gan hastily throwing clothes into carpetbags she dragged from 
under her bunk. i 


Kate didn’t want to leave the Savannah. It was a well-built 
craft, and even with the flat bottom meant for river work, it was 
doing a good job of riding out the increasing high waves in the 
bay. Rose told her they would be transferring to a gunrunner, a 
dangerous craft at best, to continue their journey. Kate dreaded 
boarding it, but she could think of no other way to keep an eye 
on Rose. And she was afraid that if she didn’t watch the woman 
every moment, the plans for the Anaconda operation would be 
passed to another Confederate agent and all chance of their 
recovery would be lost. 

Creeping stealthily along the passageways, Kate came up on 
deck and found that the Savannah was tied outboard of two 
other ships at a small, busy dock. 

She could hear a distant rumble over the sounds of the steve- 
dores unloading supplies from the two inboard ships and de- 
cided it must be large guns firing. Whatever this place was, it 
couldn’t be too far from Fort Monroe and she knew it was 
closely invested. The Confederate forces were beyond the range 
of its guns but were being busily engaged by Union infantry 
poured into the fort in answer to Ben Butler’s call for reinforce- 
ments. The fort and its environs were now so crowded with 
Union troops that it was almost impossible to keep them sup- 
plied from the one small harbor and a single dock, so it seemed 
likely this could be a storage point from which extra provisions 
could be transferred as needed. 
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“Kate!” She heard the anger in Zack’s voice as she turned to 
confront him. “What the hell is this all about?” 

“What is what all about?” she asked, setting down her car- 
petbag and pulling her red-lined navy blue cape closer about 
her. 

“Rose says she is leaving the ship here, and you are going 
with her.” His handsome face was stern and his gold-flecked 
brown eyes held a stillness in their depths that could bode trou- 
ble. 

“That is true,” Kate said, stifling the urge to brush back the 
lock of black hair that had fallen forward on his forehead. “I 
am going with Mrs. Greenhow.” 

“Tm not sure I can permit that.” 

“What bloody business is it of yours?” she flared. 

“Well . . .” He seemed ill at ease, not his usual decisive self. 
“You and all the other Confederate women are to be delivered 
to the proper authorities and are not to be permitted to disem- 
bark in Union territory.” ~ 

“But, I’m not—” She took a deep breath. She had been about 
to tell him the truth but caught herself just in time. Why should 
she trust him any more than she did Rose? For all she knew, he 
was a Rebel spy, too. “Aren’t we already behind Confederate 
lines?” 

“No, this is still Union soil,” he said. “All of you are on 
parole, and I am responsible for delivering you to the destina- 
tion specified.” 

“T do not accept your authority to tell me what to do.” 

“Kate, please, I’m asking you, not ordering you. Those gun- 
runners are in constant danger from Union cruisers. They are 
subject to being sunk no matter which flag they carry. I plead 
.with you not to imperil yourself by traveling on one.” 

“Well, now, Captain, if your precious Rose O’Neal can take a 
chance, why shouldn’t 1?” 

“Kate, I don’t give a damn about Rose!” he said fiercely, 
putting his hands on her arms and trying to draw her close. 
“Tt’s you I’m concerned about.” 

“Ah, poor Rose! She would be devastated to hear that. I 
think she expects you to marry her after you dispose of the 
Union.” 
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“What? That’s utter nonsense. I never promised her any- 
thing.” 

“You mean you have taken advantage of another innocent 
maiden without any mention of matrimony?” 

“Dammit, Kate, you know I didn’t promise to marry her, 
and she’s about as innocent as the copperhead she is.” 

“I beg your pardon, Captain, but a copperhead, as the term is 
used today, means a Northerner who is a traitor to the Union. 
Whatever else Rose might be, she is a Southern lady, born and 
bred.” 

He shook his head helplessly. “Kate, if you would just try to 
understand.” 

Kate’s voice was tight with unshed tears. “Oh, I understand 
. . . T understand very well. I loved you, Zack Benson, and I 
thought you loved me, but I know now that was a false assump- 
tion. Your protestations are meaningless and—” 

“Meaningless, are they?” he growled, yanking her against 
him. “Well, let’s see if this is meaningless!” 

“No!” she cried, trying to push him away, but his head came 
down and his lips fastened on hers. Then he was kissing her as 
even he had never kissed her, kissing her until her knees went 
weak and her body leaned yearningly into his, trying to mold 
itself against his, while her mind kept endlessly repeating, No! 
No! No/ 

The actual words were smothered by the movement of his 
lips back and forth across hers, by his tongue dancing along 
between them and finally plunging into her mouth to meet hers 
in a tingling ballet of mutual desire. 

A few more minutes of this and Kate knew she’d do anything 
he wanted. She feared that if he were to pick her up and carry 
her off to his cabin, she would let him make love to her for as 
long as he wanted; she would be unable to stop him or leave 
him until he tired of her and went looking once more for the 
more experienced and talented Rose. 

Kate struggled, but his arms were like steel bands, holding 
her prisoner. “Let me go/ Rose wiil be coming on deck any 
second, and you don’t want her to see you dallying with me.” 

“IT don’t give a damn what Rose sees!” 

“The sentries, then,” she said, grasping at straws. “They can 
see us.” 
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“Good. I hope they learn not to fall in love with stubborn 
Virginia hussies who toy with a man’s heart and then throw 
him aside just because . . . just because he . . .” 

“Go ahead .. . Say it! Say what you do! No? Why not? 
Doesn’t it sound very good when you say it out loud. Well, 
then, imagine how it sounds when Rose tells me about it.” 

His head jerked up and he stared at her incredulously. “She 
tells you what we do?” 

Kate laughed mockingly. “Why are you so surprised? Didn’t 
you know there are women who kiss and tell? Is that supposed 
to be only a male prerogative? Something to laugh about over 
cigars and brandy? Well, it’s not. She told me in exquisite detail 
—caress by caress, intimate kiss by intimate kiss—all the sweet 
little things you do, all the dear, passionate nuances of your 
lovemaking.” 

“Oh, my God, Kate! I had no idea! My darling, how can I 

ever make it up to you?” 
' “You cannot,” she said coldly, rage enabling her to stay in 
command of her senses. “All you can do is get out of my way, 
let me leave this ship, and promise me that I will never have to 
look into your deceitful face again.” 

His arms dropped to his sides and he staggered back from 
her, looking stricken. “Kate . . . please . . . You don’t mean 
that. You can’t!” 

“Oh, I mean it, all right! I mean it most sincerely! Just get out 
of my way and stay out of it!’ 

He opened his mouth as though to protest further but closed 
it without uttering a sound and stepped aside. Kate picked up 
her bag and strode past him, her head held high and her chin 
set determinedly. But her heart was sick with grief. 

She found Rose waiting for her beside a makeshift gangplank 
to the nearest inboard ship, a lumber schooner from New York. 

“Ah, there you are. I thought you might have let that Benson 
fellow talk you out of it.” The woman’s blue eyes probed at her 
shrewdly. “Did he try to use his unique charm on you?” 

Kate forced a laugh. “Me? I’m hardly his type, am I?” 

Rose cocked her head to one side. “Well, I don’t know. 
You’ve not very flashy, not the kind to turn heads instantly, but 
you do have a certain air.” 

She paused to consult a tiny watch attached to a golden chain 
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around her neck. ““We must go. The tide makes, and if we’re not 
aboard the gunrunner and away, we'll be stuck here another 
day. We have to be in the James and up the river to Richmond 
before the Union authorities know we’re gone.” 

Kate shrugged and looked toward the bridge, feeling her re- 
solve never to see Zack again wavering already. “How can a 
gunrunner operate out of a Union fort?” 

“You know how careless they are. This one came down the 
coast from New York, and they paid absolutely no attention to 
it; so it was easy to just slip in quietly in the dead of night.” 

“Oh,” Kate said. “Well, I guess we’d better go. Come on, 
follow me.” 

She stepped lightly out onto the plank that had been lashed 
between the two craft, clutching at the ropes on either side. It 
swayed and sagged under her weight plus that of the heavy bag 
she carried. “Are you sure this is intended for people? Maybe 
it’s just for the convenience of the ship’s rats.” 

“No, it’s one of those stupid things only sailors can contrive,” 
Rose replied dryly. “They think everyone is part monkey like 
themselves.” 

-Kate shifted a littie to get her balance and cautiously started 
forward. She knew better than to look down at the water and 
kept reminding herself that if she did fall, she had the advantage 
of being an excellent swimmer and could probably keep afloat 
even fully dressed, unless she were knocked senseless by the 
hulls of the two vessels, which crashed together every few min- 
utes as swells swept in fromthe sea. - 

Not for the first time, she was grateful that she had been 
raised on the James River and. had learned early on not to be 
afraid of water. There had been a tiny protected cove along the 
banks of the plantation, almost hidden under weeping willow 
branches, where she could frolic to her heart’s content in only a 
shift or pantalets with no one to know. No one, that is, except 
Noel, who had once surprised her, catching her in the buff and 
refusing to leave until she came out at dusk, shivering and mor- 
tified at- being forced to let him see her naked. She had never 
quite forgiven him for that, and it might have been the reason 
she could never fall in love with him. 

Careful step by careful step, Kate crossed the makeshift 
gangway, reached the opposite deck, set down her luggage, and 
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turned to see how Rose was managing: The voluptuous spy was 
still hesitating on the other end of the plank. 

“Oh, Kate, I can’t!” she wailed. “I just can’t! I watched that 
board swinging and bending with you and I—I just can’t bring 
myself to do it.” 

“You should have gone first so you wouldn’t have had to 
watch.” 

“Perhaps, but I cannot get across now without help. You'll 
have to come back and give me a hand.” 

That didn’t make a lot of sense to Kate. She wasn’t sure the 
plank could withstand their combined weight plus Rose’s car- 
petbags. But she could see that Rose wasn’t going to budge 
without her. 

“Hurry, Kate, hurry! The gunrunner will sail without us if 
we don’t get there while the tide is with her.” ; 

Kate clenched her jaw and made her way back to the woman. 
“Give me your bags.” 

“What?” Rose stared at her as though she had suggested that 
she perform an obscene act on top of the mainmast. 

“I said, give me your bags and I’ll take them across and come 
back for you. They must weigh as much as the pair of us put 
together, and I don’t think this plank will hold us and them.” 

“Couldn’t you take me first and come back for them? No, 
that wouldn’t do.” She looked around uneasily as though half 
expecting someone to come along the empty deck and demand 
to inspect her luggage. 

“Well, make up your mind,” Kate said, holding tight to the 
ropes as the plank rose and fell with the restless swells that 
lifted and dropped the two vessels at uneven intervals. “You or 
your baggage?” 

Rose peered ahead at the deck of the lumber schooner that 
was as deserted as that of the Savannah. Apparently, the cold 
wind off the Atlantic was keeping everyone below or the crew 
had gone ashore to celebrate the end of their long voyage. 

“I... Take the bags first,” Rose said, confirming Kate’s 
guess that whatever was in the bags was more important to her 
than her own safety. “If I do not make it across, see that they 
get to Col. Fitzhugh tice 

Taking a bag in each hand, Kate again crossed the plank, 
balancing herself without touching the ropes. 
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“Goodness gracious, girl, if I didn’t know better, I’d think 
you had been raised as a circus performer,” Rose said nervously 
when Kate returned. 

“Tt isn’t hard, once you get used to the swaying,”’ Kate mur- 
mured, taking the woman’s hand. “Come on, now. Don’t look 
down. Just follow my lead.” 

Rose looked terrified. “There are two ships between us and 
the dock. Do you suppose we'll have to go through this twice 
more?” 

“T hope not,” Kate said, tugging at Rose’s hand to coax her 
out onto the plank. “However, if you’d rather not take..a 
chance, we can stay on the Savannah.” 

“No, no! I cannot go through another of those searches!” 

“Not even if Captain Benson does the searching himself?” 
Kate asked slyly. 

“No, not even then,”’ Rose answered, still hanging back. “It’s 
awfully far down and the water looks dark and cold.” 

“T told you not to look down. Hold on to the rope with your 
right hand and let me lead-you by the left.” 

They made progress slowly with many squeals and cries of 
fright from Rose. And just as it seemed they were going to 
reach the safety of the schooner’s deck, disaster struck. 

Hampered by her impractical crinoline skirts, Rose missed 
her footing and fell forward with a terrified screech, throwing 
both arms around Kate almost knocking her off balance. 

Kate swayed dangerously but threw out one hand to grasp 
the rope railing and got the other arm around Rose’s waist. 
“Easy .. . Don’t panic . . . You're all right, Rose. Just stand 
still and hang on to me. I won’t let you fall.” 

“Oh, Kate, thank God you’ve got such a cool head,”’ Rose 
gasped. “You saved my life.” , 

Kate was beginning to think Rose’s fame as a daring, re- 
sourceful spy was based solely on her ability to get men into the 
mood to talk. Otherwise, she seemed like an ordinary middle- 
aged woman who knew that the Union policy toward spies was 
lenient, and that she was unlikely to suffer serious consequences 
even if caught redhanded. 

“All right, Rose . . . Now, one step at a time. No, don’t 
close your eyes.” 

“But you said not to look down.” 
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“That’s right. Look at me. Put your arms down at your sides 
and step forward when I do.” Supporting Rose with the arm 
around her waist, Kate led her step by step for the few feet 
necessary to reach the other deck. 

“Oh, thank God for solid footing,” Rose said fervently when 
they were fully on board the schooner. “I could just sink down 
in a swoon.” 

“Rose, if you swoon now, I swear to you I will go back to the 
Savannah and get into bed and stay there. Standing out here on 
a cold night in a damp wind is not my idea of fun. And remem- 
ber, I do not mind being searched. I have nothing to hide.” 

“No, Kate, you cannot desert me! You love the South as 
much as I do! You have to help me get those plans to Col. 
Fitzhugh Lee and the generals!” 

I'll strangle you before I let you deliver those plans, Kate 
thought grimly. She wasn’t sure she was capable of such vio- 
lence; but she knew that somehow she had to save the Union 
from the folly of a few of its leaders. “Then come on,” she said 
aloud. “You said yourself we have to hurry.” 

They circled the great stacks of lumber on the main deck and 
discovered, to Rose’s glee and Kate’s relief, that the vessel in- 
board of the schooner was a cargo ship lying so low in the water 
that it and the schooner’s decks were at the same level, making 
it easy to toss their bags over first and then step across them- 
selves. 

-“Now we have to get down to the dock,” Rose said, obvi- 
ously feeling more chipper. She started on ahead, leaving Kate 
to pick up and carry all the luggage. . 

“There’s something about the gunrunner I still don’t under- 
stand,” Kate said, resignedly playing porter. 

“What’s that, dear?” Rose asked absently, heading toward a 
perfectly normal gangplank between the cargo steamer and the 
dock. 

- “Ts it going to leave here with a load of guns?” 

“No, there’s nothing on board the Sea Sprite right now. We'll 
rendezvous with an English ship later outside Pamlico Sound 
and take on the guns, then make our dash into the Currituck 
Sound. That way, if one of the blockading cruisers stops us 
beforehand, we'll be as innocent as homeward bound birds.” 

“Suppose a cruiser stops us once the arms are on board?” 
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“They wouldn’t dare once we are in the sound and protected 
by the forts on the offshore islands.” 

Kate knew from what General Scott had told her of the Ana- 
conda plan that one of his first actions was to take those off- 
shore islands, and that the Union Navy was not impressed by 
the makeshift forts the Rebels had built to defend them. But she 
didn’t tell Rose that. Instead, she brought up another matter. “T 
thought you said we were heading for the James River and 
Richmond? You didn’t mention North Carolina earlier.” 

“Of course not. I didn’t want to tell you that while we were 
still aboard that Union ship because I wasn’t sure what our 
charming captain might trick you into telling.” 

“Rose, I am not interested in your cast-off lovers,” Kate 
stated with some asperity. “Captain Benson could not get the 
time of day out of me without a gang of torturers.” 

“Oh, you don’t know how very, very persuasive Zack Benson 
can be when he sets his mind to it. I assure you he doesn’t need 
torturers . . . only his lips and hands and certain other parts 
of the male anatomy to work his will on a poor girl.” 

Kate took another tack. “But he’s a Southerner and on our 
side, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, but sometimes I wonder. I seem to tell him more than 
he does me, and I’m not sure what he does with the informa- 
tion.” 

“Probably feeds it back to his superiors in Richmond,” Kate 
guessed. “Maybe his job is to test your loyalty and discretion.” 

Rose laughed. “In that case, he found out that with him I 
have no discretion. Now, let’s hurry along. The Sea Sprite is 
down at the end of the dock, and we have delayed too long 
already. Hurry, hurry!” 

Rose was making it sound as though it. were Kate who had 
delayed them, and Kate’s resentment flared higher as she strug-- 
gied along with all four bags. She didn’t remember signing on as 
Rose O’Neal Greenhow’s bondwoman. 

“Oh, look at that!” Rose cried in frustration, her hoopskirts 
threatening to trip her up. “Those men are pulling on the ropes 
that hold the ship to the dock . . . They’re getting ready to 
leavel” 

“TJ think those are called lines,” Kate corrected her dryly 
“Why don’t you run ahead and tell them we’re coming?” 
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Rose turned to give her a shocked look. ‘““Run? Oh, my dear, 
ladies never run.” 

“Ladies do a lot of things if they have to,” Kate informed her 
tartly, not about to let this Maryland upstart tell a genuine 
Virginia lady what ladies did or didn’t do. “If you want to get 
on that ship, you’d better run. Otherwise, we might as weil head 
on back to the Savannah. I doubt if folks here would care much 
for a couple of Southerners wandering around where ships are 
being loaded and troops are being moved out.” _ 

Rose nodded hastily and, picking up her wide skirts, headed 
for the Sea Sprite, Kate struggling along behind with the load of 
luggage. With her skirt lifted, Rose showed a fine pair of ankles 
and calves but not so fine as-Kate’s own. Besides, the woman 
hadn’t been-raised on a plantation with black children for play- 
mates and hadn’t learned to run any more than she’d learned to 
swim, so she moved forward at an ungainly trot. 

“Hello... Hello . . . Captain Geofrey! Captain Geofrey! 
It’s Rose Greenhow! Wait for us!’ 

“Oh, Lord, now everyone will know who we are,” Kate mut- 
tered. 

Rose managed to attract the attention of someone aboard the 
Sea Sprite, a rakish-looking ship-rigged steamer with a high 
poop that seemed to indicate she had originally been built as a 
sailing ship. 

Clumping along with her. burden, Kate recalled that Zack 
had once told her that the ships of today were still changing 
from the age of sail to that of steam, and now steel and armor 
had come into the picture and everyone was talking about iron- 
clads. Everyone knew the South was working on one, the Vir- 
ginia—the rebuilt and recommissioned Merrimack. 

“Captain? Captain Geofrey?” Rose was shouting. 

“Geofrey, at your service, ma’am, and who are you—” The 
captain paused as a tall man beside him on the poop deck bent 
and whispered in his ear. “Oh, yes, Mrs. Greenhow. Welcome. 
And who is the other lady?” 

The panting, puffing Rose had reached the gangplank just as 
it.was about to be hauled in. 

“The tide makes, Cap'n!” A bo’sun sang out from up for- 
ward. 

The two men on the poop were only shadows in the early 
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morning light, but the taller one seemed vaguely familiar to 
Kate, who had finally caught up with Rose and was following 
her up the gangway. 

“Captain Geofrey, this lady is one of ours,” Rose explained. 
“A member of a distinguished Virginia family who has been 
serving her state in Washington, D.C., and is returning to Rich- 
mond with important information. We do not want to be taken 
to Fort Monroe and made to pass through security checks for 
very good reasons. We desire to be put off at a safe place on the 
North Carolina coast, where we can quickly catch a train to 
Richmond.” 

“I am at your service, ladies,” the captain said with a stately 
bow. To Kate, his accent sounded Creole. “Just as soon as my 
ship takes on her cargo.” 

“Welcome aboard the Sea Sprite, Miss Cameron,” said the 
tall man, bending close to speak into Kate’s ear as she reached 
the boat deck. ‘“May I relieve you of part of your burden, sweet 
Kate?” 

Startled, Kate found herself staring into the long, narrow face 
of Ian Mawson. “How did you get here?” 

“As soon as we docked, I took my leave of Captain Benson 
and his meddlesome ways, and since Rose had already informed 
me of the Sea Sprite’s destination—and I had my own reasons 
for not wanting to pass through the scrutiny of Union detectives 
—I came right over and introduced myself to Captain Geof- 
rey.” 

“And, of course, the mere mention of the London Times told 
him which side you were on,” Kate said. 

“The gentlemen of the Confederacy know that the gentlemen 
of England support them in their struggle for freedom. If that’s 
what you mean, yes.” 

What was Ian carrying that he didn’t want checked out by 
Colonel Baker’s detectives? Kate wondered. She’d have to keep 
an eye on him as well as Rose. 

“Yes, Mr. Mawson, I would appreciate it very much if you 
would take these bags to our cabin. Rose’s are quite heavy.” 

“Delighted to be of service,” he said, picking up two of the 
bags and preceding Kate toward a hatchway to a lower deck. “I 
hope we will have time to get to know each other better over the 
next few days,” 
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Without comment Kate trailed him down a ladder to the 
next level where two rows of cabins faced each other across a 
short, dark corridor. 

“T have already arranged for the first mate to move in with 
the second mate so that you and Rose can have the second-best 
cabin. Mine belonged to the purser and is directly opposite 
yours.” 

“Ah, how convenient,” Kate murmured. 

“I hope it will be,” he said, “since I’m not sharing it with 
anyone.” 

And you won’t be if I have my way, Kate thought. But she 
was a spy now and if she could find out what he was trying to 
sneak through to the South, it was her duty to try, even if it 
meant using her feminine wiles as Rose had done. 

Up to a point, her conscience agreed cautiously—but only up 
to a point. Her strong sense of patriotism rebutted with a re- 
minder that men like Nathan Hale had given their all to see the 
country founded, that it was more threatened now than it had 
ever been, and that it was the duty of everyone, women as well 
as men, to use whatever assets they had to ensure that it was 
not destroyed. 

What could Mawson have with him that was so important? 
Surely not Union military plans. He hadn’t had Rose’s opportu- 
nity to get hold of information of that type. Then what? Dis- 
patches from the British government to the Confederacy? As 
far as she knew, England had not yet decided to come down on 
the side of the Rebels. The prime minister wanted to, as did 
much of his cabinet and the aristocracy, but businessmen and 
the workers were opposed. More important, Prince Albert had 
set his face firmly against it, and whatever Albert advocated, his 
loving Queen Victoria proclaimed to be gospel. 

In any case, Kate realized, there was only one way she could 
ferret out the truth, and that wasn’t by following her inclination 
to turn a cold shoulder toward Ian Mawson. 

They had stopped in front of the farthest cabin, and Ian 
reached behind her to turn the handle and push open the door. 
Then he nodded toward the door directly opposite. “That is my 
cabin and I shall be alone.” 

“So you said.” 

“And?” he prodded. 
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“T’m thinking about it.” 

“Perhaps this will help you decide.” The arm behind her 
came up around her waist and tugged her to him. 

Since she had abandoned stays and most of her heavy pet- 
ticoats in the interest of dressing rapidly, her breasts and thighs 
were pressed much closer against him than she would have 
preferred. 

“And this,” he whispered softly, lowering his face to hers and 
searching for her mouth with his. 

Her first inclination was to push him away, but remembering 
her determination to do what she considered her duty, she 
stood still and made no resistance. As before, she mentally com- 
pared his kiss with Noel’s and Zack’s and found it unlike either. 
To tell the truth, it had a certain excitement of its own, spiced 
no doubt by her dislike and instinctive fear of the man. It was 
tempting in an evil, forbidden fruit sort of way and very, very 
knowing—a kiss he must have practiced on many women wher- 
ever his duties as foreign correspondent took him. The idea of 
deliberately rehearsing something as spontaneous as a kiss 
struck her as funny, and she almost broke into a fit of giggles. 
No, no, she must not laugh! she cautioned herself. For a man 
with an ego as big as Ian Mawson’s that .would be the supreme 
insult. Instead, she pretended to be breathless and confused as 
an excuse to break the embrace. 

“Please, Ian, please, I have to think. I need time.” 

He looked down at her, frowning. “Well, don’t be too long 
about it, my girl. I am not a patient man.” 

He turned then and strode off, and Kate stood staring after 
him, shivering with the instinctive knowledge that any future 
association with him would almost inevitably lead to trouble. 


“Do have another glass of sherry, my dear,” Ian said, leaning 
across the small table in his cabin where he and Kate were 
dining téte-a-téte. 

“Thank you, just a very little, please.” Kate was feeling a 
slight giddiness already. She had a fairly strong head for liquor 
and suspected that Mawson had managed to fill her glass more 
frequently than his own from the bottle Captain Geofrey had 
sent from his own stores. 

She was aware that Ian’s usually chill blue eyes were riveted 
hotly on the low-cut square neckline of the turquoise velvet 
gown she had borrowed from Rose’s lavish wardrobe. 

“T have been looking forward to an evening like this ever 
since the first moment I saw you,” Ian murmured softly. 

‘Kate smiled. “It has been lovely.” 


They had been at sea for almost four days, and the weather 
had been bad ever since they entered the Atlantic from Chesa- 
peake. It had been bieak and misty the first morning they had 
ventured out into the ocean and discovered that as fast as the 
gunrunner might be, she was not a good sea boat. 

Rose had become seasick during the first hours of riding 
ocean swells and lain suffering in her bunk ever since. After 
Kate had helped the woman to their cabin, she had gone on 
deck, standing amidships and trying to stay out of the way as 
the crew set sails. She caught a glimpse of the Savannah also 
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standing out to sea for her much shorter run down to Fort 
Monroe. Completely under steam, the craft moved steadily 
along despite her flat bottom, and Kate noticed and wondered 
about the varicolored flags and pennants flying from her main- 
mast. When the first mate passed by, she inquired about them. 

The mate peered at the banners and then scanned the horizon 
until he caught sight of another vessel to the east. “They seem 
to be signal flags, ma’am, Naval signal flags.. The Savannah’s 
talking to that ship hull down over there, the steam sloop of 
war Hartford. She’s one of the few very modern ships in the 
Union Navy.” 

“And what is the Savannah saying to the Hartford?” 

“Don’t know . . . Can’t read their gibberish . . . Must be 
someone aboard the Savannah who knows the code.” 

“The captain perhaps,” Kate suggested. “He used to be a 
Marine officer, I believe.” 

“Hmm. Unlikely he’d know the code unless he served aboard 
ships a lot more than most.” 

Zack had definitely served aboard ships, Kate thought, re- 
membering his story of the famous old Constitution running 
down the fastest slaver on the coast so effectively that she had 
been able to launch boats and save at least some of the human 
cargo the Black Joke had dumped overboard to eliminate evi- 
dence of its illicit activities. 

“What would a riverboat captain be saying to a blockading 
sloop?” Kate asked. : 

“Identifying himself, maybe, probably by prearranged signal, 
because he’ll be entering Confederate waters.” 

“Oh, I see,’ Kate said. “Thank you, sir.” 

The man touched his cap and hurried off to attend to his 
duties. 

Rose’s indisposition proved both an advantage and a disad- 
vantage for Kate. For one thing, it enabled her to find out what 
the woman had in her carpetbags besides clothes. It was gold, 
British gold. 

“My dear, if I die,” Rose began, “you must—” 

“Rose, you are suffering from a simple bout of mal de mer, 
and as soon as you set foot on dry land, you will be well.” 

“Sometimes I fear I will never live to see land. And, Kate, if I 
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do not, you must see that the gold and the papers in the money 
belt around my waist reach the Confederate government.” 

“Rose, you are going to be all right,” Kate assured her sooth- 
ingly. 

“Promise me, Kate!” 

Kate sighed. ‘All right, Rose. If you die, I will see that the 
items you mentioned get to the government.” She didn’t say 
which government and she wasn’t really lying since she in- 
tended to turn the papers over to Union officials. 

The worst part of having the woman ill was that lan Mawson 
used her absence to monopolize Kate. Every time she went on 
deck to get a breath of air and escape Rose’s moans and lamen- 
tations, she found Ian lying in wait to bombard her with innu- 
endo, importunities, and sly caresses. 

Since they were the only passengers, it was impossible to 
avoid him. He wasn’t unattractive, and under ordinary social 
circumstances, Kate might have flirted with him mildly, know- 
ing she could get away from him any moment she chose. But 
these were not normal circumstances, and it was wearing to be 
forever on the defensive fending off his advances without being 
openly rude and hostile. Shé had good reason to cultivate him 
but would have preferred to keep him at arm’s length, expecting 
amatory rewards that would never materialize. It was a pose 
difficult to maintain, and she was skating closer and closer to 
the abyss. ‘ 

Two days out they had met the British ship at sea and trans- 
loaded Enfield rifled muskets and ammunition. That had been a 
relatively calm day, but the weather had worsened steadily ever 
since. The Sea Sprite rocked and pitched so wildly that even 
some of the crew became sick, but it didn’t seem to bother the 
captain. 

“In a few hours,” he explained, “we will be inside Cape Hat- 
teras with the offshore islands between us and the heavy seas. 
We have nothing to worry about.” 


Ian broke in on Kate’s brooding thoughts. “Kate, you aren’t 
drinking your wine.” 

“I have to keep a clear head,” she replied. “You wouldn’t 
want me to land in the Confederacy with a hangover, would 
you?” 
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“One more glass isn’t going to make you drunk,” he said, 
leaning across to touch his lips to hers and let his tongue glide 
along her lower lip and probe at her clenched teeth. “One more 
little glass and you’ll be in the proper mood.” 

“Proper mood for what, Ian?” 

“For love,” he whispered against her mouth, one of his hands 
stroking across the bare flesh of her smooth neck and shoulder. 

Kate shivered inside. Keep your head, girl, she cautioned 
herself. Don’t let the sherry and the sensations of the moment 
get to you. If you give in now, you'll be giving yourself to him 
for nothing. If you’re going to do it, do it for a reason . . . find 
out what he’s carrying. 

Why? asked the rebellious side of her nature. Zack lies about 
with whoever he wants without even the excuse of a good cause. 
Why shouldn’t she? 

Because J don’t want to, dammit, replied the sensible part of 
her, and I won’t . . . unless it means gaining valuable infor- 
mation for the Union. 

But his lips were terribly insistent, and Zack had taught her 
so much about love that her body responded without her con- 
scious cooperation—at least it did while her head was buzzing 
from the wine. 

“Wouldn’t it be better if I came around and sat beside you?” 
he asked. 

She looked down at the locker that was part of every cabin on 
the ship, cushioned so that it could be used as a seat at the tiny 
table. It was long enough, she noted, to stretch out on. “No, I 
don’t think so,’’ she said hastily. “I prefer not to get this gown 
crushed and rumpled. I may need it in Richmond.” She saw no 
necessity for letting him know she had wardrobes filled with 
Paris creations at her home there. 

“Well, there’s an easy way to avoid that,” he said with a 
laugh as he trailed his lips down her forearm and across her 
wrist and circled her palm with his tongue. 

She pulled her hand away and used it to lift her wine glass. 
Staring at him over the rim, she asked, “How?” 

“Take it off. Take it and your petticoats off and let me see the 
true perfection of your beauty.” 

“Why, Mr. Mawson!” she replied with a giggle, then sipped 
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at the wine. “I think you are getting me tipsy for your own 
ulterior motives.” 

“My motives have never been ulterior. They are as open as 
they were the first moment I saw you. I wanted you then and I 
want you now.” 

She lowered her lashes for a moment, then raised them sud- 
denly and focused her luminous green gaze directly on his face. 
“How much?” 


“Desperately.” 
Her heart beat faster as she smiled provocatively and said 
with great daring, “Suppose . . . just suppose . . . that in- 


stead of being totally dedicated to the Bonny Blue Flag, I 
turned out to be an unscrupulous lady spy for the Union.” 

He laughed in amusement. “That’s impossible. There are no 
ladies on the side of the Union. No ladies and no gentlemen. It 
is the gentlemen of the South against the mobocracy of the 
North.” 

“I know. But just suppose for the sake of argument that I am 
‘aspy . . .. Would you tell me your secrets to prove how much 
you want me?” 

He shook his head. “This is not a very funny game, my dear. 
Forget it and let’s talk about love.” 

She shook her golden head stubbornly. “No, let’s talk about 
war. Wouldn’t a spy want something in return for her favors? 
Wouldn’t she ask for secrets?” She was afraid she might be 
going too far, but she was unable to keep the alcohol from 
pushing her into indiscretion.. 

He pushed back his chair, stirring uneasily. “But, dear Kate, 
even accepting such a ridiculous premise, what could I, a neu- 
tral, possibly have that the Union would want?” 

“Ah, a good question.” She took another sip of sherry, trying 
to think of an answer. “Well . . . you'll have to tell me some- 
thing before I give up my honor . . . Don’ you know how 
valuable a Southern lady’s honor is?” 

“I thought we were playing a game in which you are a Union 
spy, not a Southern lady.” 

“Suppose [’'m both,” she said, realizing she was treading on 
extremely dangerous ground but unwilling to stop. 

He laughed. “That is too absurd for even a parlor game.” 

“No, no, I mean it,” she insisted. “Before I give up my pre- 
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cious honor, you’d have to give me something just as precious 
to you, Ian Mawson . . . a token of your genuine devotion.” 

His eyes narrowed and her heart skipped a beat. Had she 
gone too far? 

“Are you testing me?” he demanded. 

Relieved, she sighed. “You might say that. I’m trying to find 
out how much my love means to you.” 

He shook his head. “‘No, that’s not what I meant. I mean, are 
you testing me for your spy superiors in Richmond?” 

She giggled and took another sip of wine. “Well, I wouldn’t 
admit.that even if it were true, would I?” 

“I do not know’—his voice was serious—‘‘but I'll tell you 
this: What I carry is not a military secret but facts already 
known to the Confederacy, so it would do no harm if I were 
indiscreet in revealing them.” 

What did that mean? Kate asked herself, then shrugged and 
said, “In that case, there is no reason I should not know, is 
there?” 

“No, no reason. But why do you want to know? What good 
would such information do you?” 

“You strike me as a man of easily given affections. Before I 
give mine in return, I would have to know that my love meant 
something to you.” She was playing with fire, but she couldn’t 
stop now. 

“This started out as a game. Why drag politics into it?” 

“Politics? Or war?” 

“Politics . . . state craft. I told you I carry no military 
secrets.” 

“In wartime, anything can be a military secret,” she an- 
swered with a shrug, then fixed him with that intent green gaze 
again. “But this is more personal. Why should I give you what 
you want when you are not prepared to give me anything?” 

The ship was starting to pitch more violently, and the wine 
glasses began to dance their way off the table. Ian stood, caught 
them both deftly and placed them out of harm’s way, then. sat 
down on the footlocker beside Kate, sliding an arm around her 
waist and kissing the nape of her neck. 

“Don’t do that . . . It tickles,” she said, easline 

“Kate, you’re not being serious.” His hand was moving to 
the undercurve of her breast. 
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“I’m being very serious,” she said, pushing his hand away. 
“You do not understand Southern womanhood, Mister News- 
paperman. Perhaps the women of the British aristocracy are 
willing to give themselves to any man who asks, but we South- 
ern belles place a higher value on our chastity.” 

He looked down his patrician nose at her. “I assure you, my 
dear girl, that the women of the British aristocracy are as chaste 
as any, and a gentleman would not dare to—” 

“To ask what you have asked of me? Do you then consider 
our colonial standards not up to theirs? To you, are we merely 
paler chichi women, perhaps inferior or of mixed blood like 
your mistresses in the far-flung empire?’ 

“No, Kate, that is not the case.” His hand had moved to her 
knee. “It’s that I am so overwhelmed by your beauty, so totally 
enthralled by you, that I can no longer contain myself. I am 
ready to do anything to possess you.” 

“Ah, perhaps I misunderstood. Are you proposing mar- 
riage?” 

His expression was rather ludicrous as he tried to back away 
from that. “Believe me, dearest Kate, if the situation were dif- 
ferent and—” 

“And I were not a colonial but a suitable Englishwoman you 
could take home to your parents and be seen with in upper-class 
society, you would at least use matrimony as a lure.” 

“Dammit, Kate, you twist my words. Were it not for the war 
and our different cultures, I’d consider you a highly suitable 
candidate for a wife.” 

“Folderol, sir! Folderol, I say! You want all and are willing to 
give nothing. Why not admit it, openly, like a man?” 

“No, Kate. You deliberately misunderstand. What I ask is 
love and pleasure, and I promise you the same in exchange.” 

“My, my, that’s quite a promise, but don’t you think you 
may be overrating yourself just a wee bit?” . 

She wished the heavy pitching and rolling would stop and 
looked everywhere but at the swaying whale oil lantern hanging 
from the overhead; even her stomach could stand only so much. 

“Damn it all, Kate!” His face was red with barely suppressed 
fury. “What is it you want?’ 

Realizing that she had won, Kate very nearly retreated, 
knowing she didn’t want to pay the price for the information 
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she had been trying to trick out of him: But she strengthened 
her resolve by reminding herself that preserving the Union was 
worth any sacrifice on her part. — 

“JT want a token of your earnestness, of your sincerity. Not 
for the sake of the secret you carry but simply so that I will 
know you value me.” 

“But, Kate, I dare not . . . The information was entrusted 
to me.” 

“And you cannot entrust it to a daughter of Virginia whose 
state and country are at stake?”’ 

“Yes, of course, but you have to understand that I am not 
merely a correspondent for the Times but a courier of impor- 
tant diplomatic documents as well.” 

“Ah, yes, somehow that does not surprise me.” She leaned 
back against the pillows of the footlocker, trying to look as 
seductive as she imagined Rose might when attempting to en- 
tice a secret out of a Union officer. 

Ian looked at the tender curve of her breasts, the top half of 
the ivory-fleshed globes in vivid contrast to the deep turquoise 
of the low-necked gown, at the arm thrown back over her head, 
the spill of lace from its slashed sleeve framing her delicately 
boned face with its lush tempting lips, and all his discretion and 
reserve crumbled. 

“All right,” he said in a strangled voice, “but will you keep 
your promise . . . not only for tonight but for as long as I’m in 
Richmond?” 

“For tonight, at least,” she replied languorously. “And if you 
are as exciting a lover as you claim to be, I would hardly not 
want to continue, now would I?” 

‘He paused as though trying to decide if that were a promise, 
apparently found it adequate, and plunged on. “I bear messages 
to President Jefferson Davis and the Confederate government 
from the prime minister of England and the emperor of France 
offering to accept Confederate commissioners, designated am- 
bassadors. We understand that Mr. James Mason will be sent to 
England and Mr. John Slidell to France. The British -mail 
steamer Trent will be diverted to pick them up when they have 
run the blockade. The Trent itself will not attempt to pass 
through the blockade.” 

Kate had trouble keeping her dismay from showing. This was 
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worse than she had thought. Receiving the two ambassadors 
would be tantamount to recognition, and not from Great Brit- 
ain alone but from Imperial France as well. This was devastat- 
ing news that must reach Washington as soon as possible and be 
kept from Richmond at all costs. 

But how was she to do that? Letting him make love to her 
wouldn’t keep him from going on to Richmond. Once there 
herself, she could make sure that Washington was apprised of 
the message, but what good would that do if she couldn’t stop 
Mawson from delivering it to Jeff Davis? How could she pre- 
vent him? was the question. He certainly wouldn’t give up his 
mission for love of her. Then how? Push him overboard? That 
thought gave her a certain primitive satisfaction, but she wasn’t 
sure she could kill him in cold blood even for the Union. No, 
she would have to find another way. 

Right now she had to deal with Ian on another level; he was 
ready to collect his promised reward. Desperately she tried to 
think of a way to delay the inevitable. Could she ask him for 
proof? No, his story was too detailed to doubt. He had even 
included the names of the two would-be ambassadors and the 
name of the British mail ship that was to pick them up at sea 
from a blockade runner. 

“Kate . . . you are so beautiful, and I have waited so long,” 
he was mumbling.as he pulled the turquoise velvet down off one 
shoulder while his lips assaulted hers, his tongue driving deep 
into her mouth and sucking hungrily at hers. She let him have 
his way because she couldn’t think of any valid way to stop 
him. The alcohol she had consumed was also beginning to catch 
up with her and what he was doing seemed unreal, as though it 
were happening to someone else. 

His lips shifted to her bare shoulder and the top of her breast, 
and she closed her eyes just as the deck tilted sharply with a roll 
of the Sea Sprite. 

Kate felt his hand close around a breast and scoop it out of 
the bodice. He was lowering his parted lips toward the perky 
coral nipple when the ship pitched upward, forcing half the firm 
mound into his open mouth. He groaned in delight, and she 
sucked in her breath, the unexpectedness of the sensation snap- 
ping her out of her semistupor. No man other than Zack had 
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ever seen or touched her bare breasts, not even Noel, and she 
found that she deeply resented the unwanted contact. 

Ian wasn’t one to waste much time on preliminaries. If he 
had ever heard that a lady’s sensibilities took longer to arouse 
than a man’s or that she required more attention to the roman- 
tic side of lovemaking, he gave no indication of it. He was 
already pushing Kate’s skirts up around her waist, his impatient 
fingers pulling at the waist of her pantalets. 

Perhaps it would be better, Kate thought, to get it over with 
as quickly as possible. But she didn’t want him to take her at all 
—she knew that with a sudden fierce certainty—and only the 
fact that she had given her word kept her from trying to escape. 
Camerons did not go back on their word, not even to an enemy 
like Ian Mawson, who was as potentially dangerous to the 
Union as a Confederate general. And the latter, she was sure, 
‘would have been much more circumspect and gentlemanly in 
his conquest than this self-centered, egotistical Englishman. 

He was slobbering over the other breast now, and she had an 
impulse to scream—or reach for the tiny pepperbox pistol the 
next time the ship heaved her into a position to reach it. 

She was starting to feel ill, and it wasn’t from seasickness in 
spite of the constant up-and-down motion of the churning 
ocean waves beneath them. It sickened her to acknowledge 
what she was about to do for the information she had obtained. 
While of tremendous importance, it was not worth letting a 
man she despised use her for his lustful pleasure. 

His kisses on her neck, shoulders, and breasts were becoming 
hard and brutal as passion stripped away his veneer of sophisti- 
cation and civilization. He had pulled off her pantalets, and she 
realized it was too late to stop him as she felt his bared organ 
against her inner thigh. She heid her breath in dreaded anticipa- 
tion of the final shameful violation. 

He lunged forward, but before he could accomplish his goal a 
violent explosion split the air, followed by a loud crash. Shouts 
and pounding feet sounded from the deck above, and seconds 
later someone banged on the door of the cabin. 

Jan reared back from Kate, a‘dazed look on his face. “What 
was that?” : 

She shook her head and tried to scramble away. “Something 
happened on deck. ‘We'd better go see.” 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 217 


“No!” He grabbed her and shoved her flat again. “You stay 
right there! I'll see who’s at the door.” 

The ship was bucking so wildly that he almost fell as he got 
to his feet, fumbling with his trousers. He righted himself and 
warned her again: “Stay there! Pil find out what’s going on, but 
I’m not going to be denied now!” 

There was another violent downward dip, and he caught hold 
of the table to keep from being thrown against the opposite 
wall. Kate’s head bumped into the bulkhead behind the locker, 
and she shook herself and sat up, reaching for her undergar- 
ment. : 

“T told you not to get up! We made a bargain!” He was almost 
hysterical with frustration. 

“But the ship may be sinking,” she protested, pulling on the 
pantalets and tying the drawstring at her waist. 

“I don’t care!” he snarled. “I’m going to have you. . . I’m 
going to have you now!” 

He made a grab for her, but she ducked away, smoothing 
down her skirts and tucking her breasts back inside the low 
neckline. She didn’t actually think the ship was sinking, but it 
was as good an excuse as any to avoid the consequences of-her 
bargain. The pounding feet of crewmen could be heard crossing 
and recrossing the deck. She pointed upward and said, “Listen. 
Something is going on up there, and I want to know what it is.” 

“You. bitch!. You’re trying to cheat me, and I won’t let you 
even if we both drown!” 

Tan dove for her and they both went down as the ship took a 
particularly violent pitch. Kate struggled with him desperately, 
afraid now for her life in the face of his unleashed fury. He was 
trying to pin her to the deck while he ripped at her clothes, and 
she was trying to claw at his face. There was no doubt in her 
mind that he was physically and mentally inflamed with lust to 
the point of madness. 

“Damn you, lie still! ’'m going to have you!” 

“No, no, not now,” she gasped. “Later . . . Later Ill do 
anything you want, but we have to find out what’s wrong top- 
side.” 

The pounding on the cabin door came again, louder and 
more insistent. “Kate! Kate! Are you in there? This is Rose, 
Kate. I need you! There’s trouble!” She began kicking at the 
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door as well as hammering at it with both her fists. “Kate, 
Kate, do you hear me?” 

“Yes, Rose, I hear you,” Kate called before Ian could clap a 
hand over her mouth. ‘““What’s wrong?” 

“A Union cruiser-is after us! We’ve come about to try to 
round Hatteras, but they’re chasing us and firing! We’ve got to 
see that those things I told you about are safe in case they 
should take us!” 

“[’m coming, Rose. I’m coming!” Kate shouted, and then 
whispered to Ian. “Do you want to be taken by a Union ship 
with those incriminating documents on you?” 

He shook his head as though to clear it. “No, of course not, 
but what can we do? It’s up to the captain and crew whether we 
escape into the sound or the enemy takes us.” 

Kate thought rapidly. “There might be a chance of getting 
away in a small boat. Hurry! A ship like that is faster than the 
wind!” 

As he sat up, trying to get his wits together, Kate leapt to her 
feet. The gown was in total disarray, but she smoothed it down 
as best she could, unbolted the door, and hurried out. 

Rose was standing in the passageway, fully dressed and look- 
ing very pale and frightened. “Good Lord, Kate, what were you 
up to? This is no time to let lust run away with you, girl. We are 
in danger . . . The Confederacy is in danger! If Union. men 
catch us in a gunrunner trying to run the blockade, they'll ex- 
amine us so thoroughly we won’t be able to conceal a thing, and 
they’ll probably send us to that awful island prison off the tip of 
Florida.” 

“What kind of a ship is after us?” Kate asked, a sudden 
suspicion popping to the surface of her mind. 

“A cruiser, I think. How should I know?” Rose clipped i im- 
patiently. “All I know is that it’s fast and willing to blow us out 
of the water. They’ve already put a shot across our bow and—” 
The sound of a cannon being fired echoed through the ship. 
“Oh, God!” Rose closed her eyes and stopped halfway to the 
ladder to the main deck, obviously expecting to hear the ball 
crash into the Sea Sprite’s hull. Instead, it passed harmlessly 
overhead, and Kate took Rose’s hand to hurry her up on deck. 

Noticing how awkwardly the woman moved, she looked at 
her more closely. “Where are the—” 
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Rose held a finger to her lips and looked around to make sure 
no one was close enough to overhear her whisper. “The gold is 
in another belt and both are around my waist.” 

“What? You must weigh a ton carrying all that. Couldn’t you 
leave some of it behind?” 

“No!” Rose said indignantly. “The South needs all of it!” 

“Then let me carry something,” Kate said. “The papers at 
least.” 

Rose shook her head, and Kate shrugged. She wasn’t going 
to offer to carry gold. If the Sea Sprite went down, she figured 
she’d have to swim for it and didn’t intend to be dragged to her 
death by a belt of gold sovereigns. 

As they came on deck, blowing mist struck them in the face. 
The onshore wind was filling their sails, and the crew was dash- 
ing about on deck and up and down the masts, trying to keep 
the sails trimmed to the wind. The captain stood by the helms- 
man and the mate was giving orders amidships. 

“Can we make it around Hatteras and into the sound?” Kate 
asked the mate. 

“Don’t know, miss. That’s the same sloop we saw when we 
left Chesapeake, the Hartford, and she’s fast as a witch.” 

That confirmed Kate’s suspicions. She had wondered about 
the signals exchanged between the Hartford and the Savannah, 
and now this chase seemed to be the result of their communica- 
tion. What part was Zack playing in all this? Which side was he 
on? 

Rose had been talking earnestly to the captain and now came 
hurrying to Kate. “Captain Geofrey understands our situation 
perfectly. As soon as we round Hatteras, he’ll launch the long- 
boat so we can get away to one of the islands while the Sea 
Sprite lures the cruiser on down the sound.” 

Kate looked at how high the seas were running. “That might 
be more dangerous than taking our chances here on board.” 

“Nonsense!” Rose came back instantly. “The papers, quinine, 
and gold have to come first. We are going in that boat.” 

‘Of course, she could tell Rose to go on by herself, Kate 
thought, but that would mean she had to stay here and face Ian 
Mawson again. 

“All right,” she agreed reluctantly, “I'll go with you.” 


The Sea Sprite had bent on all the sail she could carry and was 
trying to get the steam up in her boilers, but the Haréford, a 
crack ship of the new steam Navy, loomed closer every minute. 
Captain Geofrey nervously paced the poop deck, frequently 
putting his long glass to his eye in hopes of determining when 
the big screw sloop intended to commence firing. 

“They'll sink us if they have to,” the mate observed. “They 
must know we have guns on board.” 

They may know that you have more than guns on board, 
Kate thought. Remembering back, she was sure the Savannah 
had gone farther out into the Atlantic than she had any need to 
for the short run to Fort Monroe, and the purpose must have 
been to carry on a communication more complicated than sim- 
ply identifying herself upon entering Confederate waters. 

What kind of game was Zack playing? Was he trying to rein- 
state himself in the good graces of the Union by betraying the 
Sea Sprite to the blockaders, or was it possible he’d been loyal 
to the Union all along in spite of having been dismissed from 
the service in a spy scandal? Kate couldn’t quite believe either 
theory. 

A puff of smoke appeared in one of the Hartford’s open gun 
ports, followed by a whistling overhead and the loud cracking 
sound of a spar shattering on the Sea Sprite. 

“Beware on deck! Spar coming down!” 

Kate ducked into a hatchway for cover as one of the main- 
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sails and the spar that held it came tumbling onto the deck near 
where she’d been standing. 

“Hands to the braces! Boat crew to number one boat!” Cap- 
tain Geofrey bellowed through his speaking trumpet. “Miz 
Greenhow and Miz Cameron aft to the poop deck, please!” 

Rose and Kate hurried to the poop, and the captain leaned 
down to talk to them. “I’m sorry, ladies, but we cannot beat the 
sloop into the sound. They’!l blow us to pieces if we try. We'll 
have to strike.” 

“But we cannot be taken,” Rose protested. “We have papers 
vital to the Confederacy.” 

“I’m getting a boat ready to launch. The crew will put you 
ashore on one of the offshore islands, and you can walk to 
Hatteras Light or to one of the Confederate gun positions along 
the shore. It’s the best I can do for you under the circum- 
stances.” 

Rose glanced fearfully at the high seas but nodded agree- 
ment. “Yes, Captain, we know. Thank you.” 

“Number one boat manned and ready, Cap’n,” the coxswain 
reported. 

“Please report to the boat, ladies,” Geofrey said. “We will 
launch it as soon as we come about so our activities will not be 
apparent to the sloop. Once we strike, they will probably send a 
boarding party over to us. That should take long enough for 
you to be rowed ashore. The boat crew will return here and you 
can escape into the dunes.” 

Kate wondered about the boat crew. Why should they re- 
turn? It made no sense for them to meekly submit to internment 
in the North when they could easily escape such a fate. 

“Hands to the braces!” the mate ordered. “Take in sail!” 

“You ladies had better go,” the captain advised. “I’m going 
to strike my flag now, and you'll have only the time it takes for 
us to come about and a boarding party to reach us from the 
Hartford.” 

Rose nodded, then said, “Yes . . . we understand. Captain, 
thank you for everything. We are forever in your debt.” Then 
turning to her companion, she urged, “Come on, Kate, let’s 
go.” And they hurried toward the longboat whose crew of six 
plus a coxswain was already on board, their oars raised to begin 
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rowing the second it hit the water. “Thank God, I have every- 
thing ’'m taking on me.” 

“Rose, please leave the gold,” Kate pleaded. “If we go into 
the water, it will drag you down.” 

“No,” Rose insisted stubbornly. “It is vital to the Confeder- 
acy.” . 

“Not as vital as your life or the Anaconda plan.” 

“I have complete faith in the oarsmen. If they weren’t de- 
pendable, the captain wouldn’t have entrusted our lives to 
them. Besides, I cannot swim, so being less burdened would 
make no difference.” ; 

“I could keep you afloat if you weren’t weighed down by 
those enormous skirts and that load of gold.” 

“¥'ll be all right, my dear,” Rose assured her. “We'll get 
ashore without trouble . . . You'll see.” 

Kate didn’t respond. She was looking off into the distance at 
the low-lying sand spit, its hills just barely visible through 
heavy mist, a line of whitecaps thundering forward to crash 
over it. 

“J don’t like the look of it,” one seaman was muttering to 
another as Rose and Kate approached. “Our chances of getting 
ashore are not good.” 

“Aye, but if we do, lad, we’re free men—not heading for 
internment like the rest.” 

“Shake a leg, ladies,” the coxswain growled. “There goes the 
flag.” 

Kate sat down as soon as they were in the boat, but Rose 
stood staring up at the Stars and Bars banner Captain Geofrey 
had raised when he knew he could no longer disguise his desti- 
nation or affiliation. 

“Damn them!” Rose said fiercely. “Someday that flag will fly 
over the executive mansion and the Capitol in Washington, 
D.C!” 

Not if I have anything to do with it, Kate thought. Not as 
long as there’s a breath of life left in my body. 

“Boat away!” the mate shouted, waving his hand, and the 
coxswain in the stern and one of the oarsmen in the bow began 
pulling on the lines to the davit to lower the boat into the water. 

Kate turned her attention to the heavy seas. High greenish 
waves, whipped by the wind, formed foaming white peaks and 
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crashed all around them. It was no time to be in a small boat off 
an uncertain shore, and Kate hoped the sullen coxswain knew 
his business. 

Just in case she had to.swim for it; she started to loosen her 
clothes under cover of the cloak she had snatched up as they 
passed their cabin. It would be imperative to drop the excess 
weight of her gown and petticoats as quickly as possible. The 
crew was too busy to notice what she was doing, but Rose 
wasn’t. : 

“What on earth is the matter with you, Kate? You look so 
bulky. Are you with child by one of those detectives or guards 
at Old Cap? You should have talked to me before playing those 
kind of games.” 

“Rose, please, I am not with child,” Kate whispered. “I’ve 
just loosened my clothes so that if we capsize, I’ll be able to 
drop these heavy skirts. You should be doing the same.” 

Rose sniffed disdainfully. “I wouldn’t think of it. I don’t 
mind taking my clothes off for one man, but I’m certainly not 
going to disrobe in front of a whole boat crew.” i 

The boat hit the water in the somewhat sheltered lee of the 
Sea Sprite, which was almost dead in the water. 

Of course the calm was only relative, and the boat was tossed 
about roughly and would have broken apart against the hull of 
the ship if men hadn’t stood by on deck with boat hooks to fend 
them off. 

“Oh, my God!” Rose groaned, turning as green as the waves. 
“This is worse than I imagined. If I ever set foot on land, Vl 
never board a ship again!” 

“Just pray we make it to shore,” Kate said, reaching behind 
her to undo the laces of her stays. 

“All right, push off” the coxswain ordered, and he and the 
forward oarsman threw their full strength against the boat 
hooks and slowly pushed the boat away from the side of the 
ship. “Man the oars! Give way-O!” 

Well trained, the crew fell to their oars quickly and expertly, 
but their expressions were grim. 

“Pull! . . . Pull! . . . Watch your stroke there, Goralski! If 
you miss your beat, we go broadside to the sea!” The coxswain 
yelled while he maneuvered the tiller, trying to keep the long- 
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boat’s stern to the waves, which threatened to swamp them as 
they came out of the lee of the ship. 

“We'll be taking green water over the stern in a minute,” 
warned a man at the oar bench directly in front of Kate and 
Rose. 

“We'll swamp fast once we do that,” Kate said, then asked 
the sailor, “How far is it to shore?” 

“Mile . . . mile and a half,” the man replied, “but when you 
get there, it’s nothing but a godforsaken sand spit.” 

“Anything that isn’t rolling will suit me fine,” another man 
said. 

“Kate, did you hear that?” Rose whimpered as they clung 
together, spray and water washing over them when the boat put 
her bow into a huge trough. For a long, breathtaking moment it 
seemed like she couldn’t come up, but then she bobbed to the 
top like a cork. 

“Yes, I heard, but I think we’ll make it,” Kate answered 
reassuringly. “As long as we keep running before the wind and 
sea, we should be safe.” 

“How do you know? You’re no seaman.” 

“No, but I’ve sailed to Europe twice—once with my father— 
and I cruised through the Mediterranean when he was inspect- 
ing the embassies at Athens and Cairo.” 

“You never saw weather like this on the Mediterranean. 
Kate, if I do not live through this, you’ve got to see that my 
papers and the other things-reach Col. Fitzhugh Lee, who will 
turn them over to President Davis or General Lee or General 
Johnston. Promise me!” 

“You'll make it, Rose,” Kate said, patting the woman on the 
shoulder, “but if it will make you feel better, I promise.” 

“Thank you. When I started out on this trip, I felt good 
about it, but now I’m not sure of anything.” . 

The boat dipped into the trough of another wave, and the 
coxswain let loose a burst of profanity as he fought to control 
the tiller. Water showered over the women, and Kate could see 
more standing in the bottom of the boat. 

“Maybe we should turn back,” one of the oarsmen said. 

“No chance,” another told him. ““We’d swamp immediately if 
we showed our broadside to the sea.” 


A REBEL’S PLEASURE 225 


“Shut up and pull! Damn your hides, pull!” the coxswain 
barked. ; 

Kate had the feeling he was rapidly losing command of him- 
self. If the crew was terrified, the man in charge was little better 
off. 

A wave struck that was twice as high as any that had hit 
them previously, lifting the boat upward on its crest, the stern 
and the tiller out of the water, then dropping it with sickening 
suddenness. Green water poured in, knocking the coxswain 
from his seat-and ripping the tiller out of his hand. The bottom 
of the boat filled rapidly, and most of the crew dropped their 
oars, overcome by panic. 

“Rose, we’re going to founder,” Kate whispered. “Start un- 
fastening your clothes.” 

Then she peered through the haze and mist, trying to judge 
how far they were from shore. Not as far as before, she judged. 
Maybe a half mile nearer. A strong swimmer might be able to 
make it, even in this sea. 

The longboat righted itself one more time and rode out an- 
other wave but with little or no buoyancy. As the sea flooded 
over them again, two of the men threw up their oars and leapt 
overboard, apparently choosing the risk of swimming for it to 
drowning where they were. ; 

For a few moments the coxswain went on trying to steer the 
longboat, and it progressed perhaps another one hundred fifty 
yards before being completely swamped, submerged, and 
flipped over. 

Kate let go of the velvet gown and her petticoats, feeling 
them drift down her legs to float away. She clasped Rose’s hand 
tightly as they were unceremoniously dumped into the cold and 
hostile sea. Going under, she felt the older woman’s hand slip 
from her grasp and began kicking her feet and moving her arms 
to propel herself upward. 

“Kate! .. . Kate! . . .” Rose’s voice was calling frantically 
when Kate broke the surface. ‘““Where are you, Kate?” 

“Here, Rose . . . right here!” she shouted, looking around. 
But before she could locate the other woman, a wave caught her 
dragging cloak and swept her under again. She caught a brief 
glimpse of a seaman clinging desperately to the overturned 
boat, and then there was nothing but green water and white 
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foam. Even the seaman was gone when she came up the second 
time after struggling out of the heavy cape. Realizing there was 
nothing she could do for him or Rose, she took a deep breath 
and struck out toward the distant shore. 

Rose was her enemy and insufferable at times, but Kate 
didn’t want her to drown. In spite of the woman’s flagrant affair 
with Zack, there was something appealing about her, a childlike 
quality that prevented her from looking ahead and seeing the 
consequences of her own decisions. There was nothing Kate 
could do for her now, though; it wouldn’t help matters if she, 
too, drowned trying to find her. Since the waves seemed to be 
driving shoreward, she could only hope Rose would be carried 
along with them and would bob into sight up ahead. 

That’s what Kate hoped, but she didn’t have much faith in its 
happening. Rose was so loaded down with gold that it was 
much more likely she would sink like a rock once the air 
.trapped under her crinoline escaped as the cloth became soaked 
through. Then the sheer weight would pull her inexorably un- 
der. And the Anaconda plan would be lost with her. Or would 
it? Suppose the body washed ashore near a Confederate battery 
around Hatteras Light and the plans were discovered? That 
would be the same as though Rose had delivered them in per- 
son. But there was nothing Kate could do about it right now; 
she had to get to dry land before she could make decisions or 
plan for further action. 

She was already getting tired. It was difficult to keep her head 
above water when waves kept breaking over her and dragging 
her under. She caught another glimpse of the longboat floating 
upside down and sometime later saw a seat that must have 
come from it on the crest of an oncoming wave. She wondered 
why she hadn’t seen any of the men unti] she remembered what 
her father had told her about the landings at Vera Cruz. 

“Most sailors cannot swim. The Navy does not insist on their 
learning, and they spend so much time on and around water 
that they hate it and refuse to learn on their own.” 

Kate’s arms were aching, and she was more tired than she 
remembered ever having gotten while swimming, probably be- 
cause it was such a constant struggle just to keep afloat. She 
would not have been able to get this far if she hadn’t rid herself 
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of those hampering skirts and petticoats, nor could she have 
moved so freely with laced-up stays. 

Still, she couldn’t help slowing as exhaustion and cold sapped 
her strength. She was beginning to feel numb with the hopeless- 
ness of reaching the land that seemed farther away than when 
she had started. She could see only the tops of the sand hills 
now, and that discouraged her further. 

You have to go on! Kate, you have to keep trying! a voice said, 
startling her. It sounded like a man’s voice. Zack? God, she 
must be hallucinating! Wearily she pushed back the hair stream- 
ing around her face and looked in every direction. There was no 
one in sight. She must be mad, anyway, to think Zack would 
care. 

But whatever had caused her to imagine she heard his voice, 
it gave her the incentive to renew her efforts. I’m going to do it 
. . . I’m going to get to shore . . . I’ve got to! I have to make 
my report to Lafayette Baker and General Scott. Besides, Zack 
said he wants me to live . . . He must still care for me—at 
least enough to want me to go on living. 

That had to be delirium talking. Zack had no way of knowing 
she was in desperate trouble and wouldn’t care if he did. More 
than likely he had forgotten about both her and Rose in the 
excitement of a thrilling new conquest, or in carrying on his 
dangerous double game of cat and mouse with the Union and 
Confederate governments. 

Swim, she told herself. Swim . . . Swim . . . Keep swim- 
ming. That’s all you can do. 

The sand hills seemed awfully far away and were off to her 
right now. She thought of changing directions but rejected the 
idea; a straight line had to be the shortest way to land. 

She was in relatively calmer water now, but her spurt of 
renewed energy was running out. Should she float for a while 
and rest? No, that wouldn’t work; she’d just be carried down 
the coast and farther out to sea. God, there was so far to go and 
she was so tired. 

For the first time, she began to doubt her ability to make it to 
the beach. She had been so sure of herself, but now her self- 
confidence was draining away along with her strength. Her 
arms and legs felt as though they were made of lead. She 
couldn’t go on much longer. Was she making any real progress? 
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Or was she merely being carried willy-nilly wherever the waves 
tossed her? 

Ten minutes later she was almost stationary, treading water 
in a futile effort to gain her second wind and feeling totally 
helpless. There was only an hour or so of light left, and as she 
stared the hills seemed to recede farther and farther into the 
distance until they almost disappeared. 

It would be so easy to give up. Why didn’t she? What did she 
have to live for? The man she loved had proved himself unfaith- 
ful to her and untrue to his oath of allegiance to his country. 
Why go-on when she could just sink into the loving arms of the 
sea, which was beginning to seem warm and comforting, and 
sink down and down until she found oblivion . . . Oblivion 
from a war that was tearing her beloved state and country 
apart, destroying her way of life and everything she believed 
ints’. 

Dammit, Kate, keep going! Keep going! You can do it! You 
once told me you had never been frightened or felt you couldn’t 
do exactly what you wanted when you were swimming. Now want 
to live and do it! It was Zack’s voice and it was as clear and loud 
as though he were swimming next to her. 

This was crazy. It was pure fantasy . . . part of her feverish 
imagination, her love for him, that made her imagine he was 
talking to her when she was dying. Besides, why should she pay 
any attention to what a rogue like Zachary Benson said? 

Give it up. You’ve tried so hard and the land just keeps mov- 
ing farther and farther away. Just sink into the sea . . . Sink 
and rest . . . You deserve a nice, long rest. . . 

“No!” she heard her own voice say out loud. “I won’t! I’m 
going to live to make that man look me in the eye and admit 
he’s a total bounder who toyed with my affections as well as 
those of poor Rose and God knows how many other women!” 

She struck out again, but after a few strong strokes she real- 
ized she couldn’t move her legs and feet. She couldn’t swim 
because something was in the way... Sand? ... It was 
sand! 

She was pushing against sand! The water was so shallow here 
that her feet were touching bottom. She was within a few hun- 
dred feet of dry land, a low-lying sandy spit with no hills, easily 
within wading distance. 
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“T can’t believe it,” she said in wonder. “So close and I al- 
most quit.” 

But it was true—her feet were on firm sand, and as she stood 
up, the water came to about chest level. She stumbled forward 
toward the beach. The mist had cleared, and she could see that 
just as she had suspected, she had indeed been carried along by 
the tide, but carried south toward, not away from, the isthmus. 
It had only seemed to be the other way because she had drifted 
out of sight of the sand hills to this almost flat area. 

She was knocked down several times, pushed and battered by 
huge incoming breakers, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered 
now except that she knew she was going to live . . . partly 
because she had heard Zack’s voice urging her to, which for 
some reason had made her so angry that she wanted to do it to 
spite him. 

That didn’t make any kind of sense, of course, but reaching 
that dry beach ahead did. She yearned to throw her exhausted 
body down onto it and rest . . . sleep. She felt as though she 
could sleep for a week. 

Crawling out of the water on her hands and knees, she stag- 
gered perhaps a hundred feet up the beach before dropping onto 
the warm sand and letting the afternoon sun chase the chill 
from her flesh and bones. 

She dozed for a while, but as the sun began to set over the 
dim outline of the Carolina coast, the air turned cool and she 
woke up shivering. Wishing for her warm cloak, or anything 
that would cover her damp pantalets and shift, she got to her 
feet and stood hugging herself while looking for a more shel- 
tered place to settle down. There was none in sight, however, 
and the sun was sinking fast. If she could find protection from 
the wind, the sand would help her keep warm. 

Scanning the terrain, she saw that all the hills were at least a 
mile away. She was still too tired-to walk that far, so she de- 
cided on a nearby hillock. It was barely two feet high, but it 
would deflect the wind, and once in its lee, she could soak up 
the final rays of sun. ~ 

Wearily she plodded toward it, circled to its rear, and 
crouched down to scoop out a trench long enough to lie in. 
When the depression was six to eight inches deep, she sat down 
in it and covered her legs and torso with piled-up sand. Snug- 
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gling her shoulders into the deeper end, she sighed. contentedly 
and soon fell into a deep sleep. 

She awakened when the sun rose the next morning, hungry 
and thirsty, but a quick look around the barren islet, where not 
so much as a bush or a tree grew, told her there was little 
likelihood of finding either food or water on it. Where then? 
Which direction should she go? Would it be better to head for 
the lighthouse and batteries near the sea or walk inland? She 
had no desire to run into suspicious Confederate officers; in 
fact, she preferred that no one know she had returned to the 
South until she was in Richmond surrounded by people who 
knew her and respected her wealth and aristocratic lineage. 

That left only one direction she could go. The going was 
easier on damp sand than on dry, so she made her way to the 
strip still wet from high tide. Then she headed away from the 
Atlantic toward the sound. 

About half a mile from where she had spent the night, Kate 
stopped and stared in shock. Rose’s body lay sprawled like a 
broken doll at the high-tide mark. The sodden cherry-colored 
skirts gave mute evidence of why the woman had met her death. 
They would have pulled her under even if she had known how 
to swim, and the concealed British gold had sealed her fate. 

Kate didn’t want to go near the pale, cold corpse that only 
yesterday had been the glamorous Rose O’Neal Greenhow. She 
wept, knowing she could do nothing to bring back her friendly 
enemy. But after a few minutes, it occurred to her that it was 
still her duty to retrieve the stolen Anaconda papers. 

Wiping away the tears with the back of her hand, Kate, 
slowly. and with great reluctance, approached the pitiful victim 
of the sea, wishing she knew a Catholic prayer to say for the 
repose of the woman’s soul. She knelt and awkwardly made the 
sign of the cross before touching the body. It was so cold . . . 
so cold and so dead. And when Kate rolled it over, she gasped 
in horror at the swollen, distorted features. 

“Oh, God! Poor Rose! She was so alive . . . so beautiful. If 
only I could have saved her! Enemy or not, I never wanted her 
dead.” 

Rigor mortis had passed, and it was fairly easy, although 
distasteful, to move the corpse. Kate steeled herself to do what 
she felt she must, folding back the soggy satin skirt and then the 
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layers of elaborately embroidered petticoats. She felt like a 
ghoul molesting and robbing the dead. 

But she wasn’t actually robbing Rose, she reminded herself. 
She was retrieving documents that belonged to General Scott 
and the United States. She had to keep that firmly in mind or 
she wouldn’t be able to do what had to be done. 

Raising the last petticoat, she forced herself to reach under it 
to Rose’s waist and locate the two belts. The first one she found 
contained the gold. She stared at the gleaming coins for a few 
minutes, wondering what to do with them, then rolled the body 
slightly to pull the pouch free. God, it was heavy! Rose must 
have gone down like a rock. It was a wonder the body had ever 
washed ashore. 

Setting the treasure to one side, Kate reluctantly resumed her 
search until she found a smaller packet pinned into the front of 
the silk underdrawers. She removed and opened it, there was 
the quinine and the folded maps and charts she was looking for. 
Placing the quinine with the money, she hid the pouch of pa- 
pers inside the waistband of her pantalets, securing it by run- 
hing the drawstring through the flap that held the packet closed 
and tying it with a double knot. 

She had just finished smoothing the petticoats and outer skirt 
down over Rose’s icy legs when an accusing voice rasped, “So 
I’ve caught you in the act of robbing the corpse of poor Mrs. 
Greenhow!” 

Kate spun around and was shocked to see Ian Mawson, who 
was holding a large, heavy revolver on her. 

“Surprised to see me? I followed you ashore in another boat. 
I understand now,” he continued. “You are not a Southern 
agent as Rose thought, but what you pretended to be while 
playing that game with me: a traitor to your people and nation, 
a Union spy!’ 

“Nonsense,” Kate said. “I was simply taking the gold and 
quinine Rose told me she was carrying to Richmond—doing 
what she asked me to do if she didn’t make it . . . Deliver 
them for her.” 

“Was that before or after you killed her?” Mawson sneered, 
fingering the trigger of the gun. “Treacherous traitor!” 

“I am not a traitor to my people or my country.” 

“No? You’re that and worse. Look at you, out in the open 
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nearly naked in broad daylight. No decent woman would be 
outdoors without her clothes. You’re a common slut. You, who 
turned up your nose at me . . . who promised me delights you 
had no intention of delivering and took the first opportunity to 
break our bargain.” 

He’s going to kill me, Kate thought, because I know the 
secret of his mission to Richmond, and he’s making the rest of 
it up to justify murder in his own twisted mind. 

“Well, I’m not going to be cheated. You are going to give me 
what I want, whore! I’m going to take you as often and for as 
long as I want.” 

“You can go to hell, you English swine!” Kate put all the 
contempt she felt-for him into the words. 

- “Can I, Miss High-and-Mighty?’’ His blue eyes glittered 
evilly in the early morning light. “Well, you can and will be 
hanged for treason! When I tell the Confederate authorities that 
I saw you murder Rose and steal what she was carrying, they'll 
make short work of you.” 

“Rose drowned. Any competent doctor can tell you that.” 

“No doctor will ever see that body. The next high tide will 
carry it off just as the last one deposited it here. I will testify 
that I saw you kill her.” 

She stared at him. In Richmond with friends around her, she 
would have laughed at him as a suitor she had-spurned. Or a 
few young bloods of her acquaintance would have called him 
out and forced him to leave town with his tail between his legs. 
But she wasn’t in Richmond. She was on a sand spit alone with 
him, and there was nothing to keep him from turning her over 
to the nearest patrol, telling his lies, and encouraging the local 
commander to execute her on the spot. Or he could rape and 
then kill her, bury her in the sand, or throw her body into the 
ocean where it, if it were ever found, would be thought to be 
one of those in the longboat who hadn’t made it to shore. 

There was no one to save her but herself. It was her life that 
was at stake. Suddenly Kate knew that she would do anything 
she had to to save it. 
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“I did not kill Rose O’Neal Greenhow,” Kate reiterated. ““De- 
spite the differences in our backgrounds and outlook, I had 
come to like her. When the boat capsized, I did my best to save 
her, but the waves swept us apart.” 

“Indeed? I saw you bending over your victim,”’ Mawson said, 
moving closer, the revolver held carelessly in a loose grip. He 
did not expect her to resist—that was obvious. “You were 
searching for the contraband she was carrying. What did you 
find?” 

“British gold and quinine, both of which the Confederacy 
needs badly. I intend to turn it over to the proper authorities as 
Rose requested I do if anything happened to her.” 

Ian’s lip curled. “So you say. I say you killed her when she 
struggled ashore after you abandoned her to drown.” 

Kate shook her head. ““You’re not making sense. Look at the 
way she’s dressed. Without knowing how to swim and with the 
gold weighing her down, how do you think she could possibly 
have made it to shore in clothes like that? I’m an excellent 
swimmer, and the only way I made it was to abandon my heavy 
outer garments.” 

“Yes, I noticed,” he said, his eyes moving lustfully over her 
breasts under the fine lawn shift and down the curves of her legs 
to her slender ankles. “You are quite an alluring sight and will 
be even more so naked and stretched out on your back, totally 
submissive to my will.” 
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‘Kate drew herself up proudly. “I hate you, lan Mawson. I 
despise your arrogance and undiscriminating lust and will give 
you nothing. Is that understood?” 

He shrugged and gestured with the gun. “We of the aristoc- 
racy do not expect to be loved, only obeyed and served. And 
you, my dear, will serve me in any way I command for as long 
as I wish. Is that understood?” 

Kate kept her head high, but she was shivering inside and 
could feel goose bumps of fear crawling up and down her arms 
and legs. He was so utterly loathsome that she couldn’t find 
words to express it. 

He took another step toward her. “You know, you could 
make it easier on yourself. I’m not a total monster, but I have 
needs that must be satisfied. If you made the effort to anticipate 
and fulfill them promptly, you might be permitted to live 
andy eee 

“And?” 

He smiled. “And eventually you might be released someplace 
where you could escape to Union lines.” 

I might be, she thought, but I wouldn’t be. He’d have no 
more qualms about strangling me than he’d have about step- 
ping on a bug or lashing a coolie to death. 

Aloud she said, “Somehow that does not seem like much of a 
promise.” 

He shrugged. “What choice do you have? I intend to take 
you, and I look out for. those who serve me.” 

Kate’s voice was edged with acid. “Your sense of noblesse 
oblige is truly commendable.” 

His cold eyes narrowed. “Let me make myself clear. To me, 
all colonials are scum. You Southerners are no better than the 
Northerners despite your pretensions of breeding and distin- 
guished heritage. There’s no reason why I should pay any more 
attention to your feelings than I would to those of a nigger, here 
or in India.” 

Hatred for him burned inside her like a raging fire, and al- 
though she heartily disapproved of the Southern tradition of 
dueling, she wished certain young experts at the art were here 
to call him out and put a bullet between his eyes. It was then 
she remembered the pepperbox. 

“¥ haven’t much time, my dear. I must be on my way to 
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Richmond.” He took out his watch and consulted it. “In about 
one minute, if you do not remove the remnants of your cloth- 
ing, I will rip them off and have at you.” 

“J... I guess I have no choice,” she said in what she 
hoped was a helpless tone, dropping her eyes and reaching for 
the straps of her shift. Pushing then down her arms, she low- 
ered the garment until the round globes of her breasts were 
exposed. Then with extreme slowness, giving him time to antici- 
pate. the final revelation and to savor the humiliation he was 
causing her, she loosed the drawstring of her pantalets, being 
careful not to let the pouch of papers come into view as the 
garment gradually crept down her hips. 

Almost drooling, Ian laid the Colt on the sand and unfas- 
tened his trousers, never taking his eyes off the descending con- 
fection of silk and lace. Deliberately delaying to let his passion 
climb, Kate inched the top down past the soft rise of her belly 
while he stripped off his trousers and boots and moved toward 
her, wearing only his underdrawers. 

“Hurry, damn you,” he growled. “I’m ready now.” 

Impatiently, he reached for her, ripping the shift out of the 
way and yanking the pantalets down over her hips so roughly 
that the pocket of papers she had kept carefully hidden spilled 
onto the sand. 

“Ah-ha! What’s this? What’s this?” he demanded, pouncing 
on the pouch and flipping through the papers. When he realized 
what they were, his eyes lighted up. “Ah, the Union Anaconda 
plan! So that is what poor Rose gave her life for, to deliver these 

. and you... you killed her for them. Well, I’il see that 
these are delivered to the proper Confederate authorities . . . 
but first Pll have you, wench.” 

He was licking his lips in anticipation as he stuck the packet 
in his pocket and reached for her again. 

She waited until he was within a foot of her before letting the 
pantalets drop down her thighs, trapping them with her knees 
as his breath hissed past his teeth at sight of her naked beauty. 
He grabbed at her greedily, toppled her backward onto the 
sand, and landed on top of her. 

His lips moved with deliberate harshness across her shoul- 
ders, then his unshaven chin and cheeks scratched her tender 
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skin as his mouth moved downward so he could seize a nipple 
between his teeth while his hands roamed lower. 

When she was sure his full arousal had dimmed his alertness, 
Kate slid a hand down the back of her right thigh to reach 
under the crumpled pantalets for the waterproof holster that 
held the loaded pepperbox pistol. Because its ammunition 
needed no powder, she was confident the weapon had survived 
its lengthy dunking and would function. She didn’t dare think 
otherwise; it was her only hope. 

Mawson’s fingers were kneading and squeezing her flesh, his 
lips and teeth hurting her nipples. She felt sick to the point of 
vomiting, but swallowed hard, refusing to allow the reflexive 
spasms to run their course or to let loose the scream building in 
her throat. Cautiously, she slid the gun out of its holder and 
brought it up hér side as he moved to mount her. 

- When the weapon was fully in her grasp, her finger inside the 
trigger guard, she raised it slowly until the muzzle was against 
the side of his head. 

“What are you doing?” he mumbled, his voice thick with 
lust. ““What’s that?” 

“That, Mr. Mawson, is a gun, a revolver known as a pepper- 
box, and it is pressed to your temple. I’m capable of blowing a 
very large hole in your skull. If you do not stop what you are 
doing immediately, I mean to pull the trigger.” 

“Wh-what?” He sounded confused, and there was fear as 
well as anger in his voice. “Why, you little whore! You wouldn’t 
dare kill me! You wouldn’t dare kill an Englishman, the son of a 
lord!” 

“J would and I will. The only reason I haven’t done it already 
is that I would prefer not having brains and gore splattered all 
over me.” 

“What the bloody hell are you so upset about? I can tell 
you’re no innocent virgin.” 

“Mr. Mawson, you are dangerously close to making me 
change my mind about killing you this instant. If you are not off 
me by the time I count to three, I am going to pull the trigger. 
One... two...” And-as she counted, she slipped the 
packet of plans from his pocket. 

“Damn you! I wouldn’t have you if you begged me!” he 
snarled, and pulled back, then suddenly swung an arm in an 
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attempt to knock the pepperbox out of her hand. But Kate had 
a good grip on the handle, and her response to his action was 
the unmistakable sound of the gun being cocked. 

“T have five slugs in this,” she told him, “and I will cheerfully 
biow you to bits and watch you flop around on the sand before I 
finish you off.” 

He leapt away quickly and stood shaking his head as though 
unable to understand why she objected so violently to a trifle 
like attempted rape. Sitting up, Kate reached for the weapon he 
had laid so carelessly within her reach. 

“Back off, swine!’ she ordered, sliding the pepperbox back 
into its hiding place and holding his own cocked pistol on him. 
“Turn around, put your hands over your head, and pray I do 
not decide to take you to Richmond and let you experience the 
South’s favorite method of dealing with deviants—burning at 
the stake. Now, shut up and do as I said!” She waved the re- 
volver and he hastily complied. 

Kate pulled up her underpants and secured the drawstring, 
the pouch of papers tucked out of sight inside, then rearranged 
the ripped shift so it covered as much of her as possible, wishing 
she had something more to put on. 

“Take off your coat and throw it over here,” she ordered, 
“and then put your hands behind you and don’t move.” 

He turned to face her, sliding his arms out of the sleeves of 
his waistcoat. “Now, see here, you’re carrying this too bloody 
far. I was only expressing a natural passion that even a back- 
woods puritan should be able to understand and—” 

“TI told you to shut up!” Her finger tightened on the trigger, 
and seeing her whitened knuckle, he quickly tossed the coat at 
her feet. : 

She picked it up, put it on, and buttoned it, glad of the pro- 
tection it afforded from his lascivious gaze. Keeping the pistol 
trained on him, she took the few steps to his trousers, rifled 
through the pockets, and confiscated their contents. She consid- 
ered putting them on, but they were much too long and, despite 
his leanness, too big around the waist. She could roll up the 
legs, of course, but with nothing to hold them up, the pants 
were useless. Keeping a wary eye on him, she ripped them into 
long strips, then looked at his fine cambric shirt and told him to’ 
take it off. 
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Mawson grinned at her lewdly. “If you wanted me naked, all 
you had to do was ask and I’d have been happy to oblige.” 

“One more word out, of you,” she said, jamming the muzzle 
into his back, “and it will be your last!” 

Sullenly he unbuttoned the shirt and removed it. She grabbed 
it and ordered, “Cross your wrists behind you!” 

Using the strips of broadcloth, she bound his wrists, tying 
knots she had learned from watching men work on the planta- 
tion. 

“You are cutting off my circulation,” he complained. 

“I ought to cut off your head,” she said, brandishing the large. 
pocket knife she had found in a pocket of his coat. “Lie down 
on your face.” 

He cursed. “At least let me get up on dry sand.” 

Kate laughed. “Be glad it’s sand and not rocks. Get down!” 

He dropped to his knees and stretched out awkwardly, mut- 
tering about the dampness and the irrationality of the female 
mind. é 
. Kate tapped him with the gun and laid it between his shoul- 
der blades while she tied his feet together, ripping up the shirt 
to complete the job and stuffing the leftover fabric into a coat 
pocket. 

“Surely you do not intend to leave me lying here in my draw- 
ers,” he whined. “I could freeze, or when high tide comes in, I 
could drown!” 

“Neither prospect disturbs me in the least.” She fully in- 
tended to send someone back for him, but she wasn’t going to 
tell him that. Perhaps arrangements could be made to take him 
across the lines or out to one of the blockading ships. In any 
case, she wanted to make sure he didn’t turn up in Richmond to 
denounce her. “I suggest you spend the next few hours contem- 
plating your sins, Mr. Mawson. If sand crabs nibble at your 
toes, perhaps you can frighten them off by whistling ‘Rule 
Britainnia.’”’ 

Kate looked up at.the sun and then consulted the watch she 
had taken from Mawson’s pocket. She had better finish up here 
and get moving. She should have no trouble getting off the 
isthmus well before dark. Once on the mainland, she would 
have to figure out her exact location and decide which way to 
travel to reach her nearest contact. 
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Walking over to the quinine and gold, she fastened the pouch 
around her waist under the loose fitting coat. As she did so, she 
looked down at her bare feet and then shifted her gaze to Rose’s 
stylish bronze kid shoes that laced up an inch above the ankle. 
The idea of taking shoes off a corpse was repugnant, but Kate 
knew there would be stones and rough ground on the long walk 
ahead. She wasn’t used to going barefoot, and until she reached 
a town or farm where she could borrow or buy a horse, her feet 
were her only means of transportation. If she didn’t want them 
bruised, cut, and ‘generally battered, she had to provide them 
adequate protection. 

Steeling herself to do what had to be done, she knelt by 
Rose’s feet and gingerly untied the tasseled laces of the fashion- 
able ankle booties. The ordinarily soft leather was stiff from the 
salt water but still pliable enough that she could ease the shoes 
off by holding on to the spoollike baby French heels with one 
hand and the squared-off toes with the other and shaking 
gently. 

One by one the pathetic lifeless feet plopped back onto the 
sand and Kate choked back the tears as she peeled off the fine 
lisle hose, whispering silently, “I’m sorry, Rose.” Then, with 
damp shoes in one hand and stockings in the other, she fled 
down the beach. 

Two days later Kate was crouched in a reed-filled gully be- 
side a frequently traveled road, prepared to engage in her first 
real crime for the sake of her country and, incidentally, her 
modesty. As she lay in ambush, several buggies passed, two or 
three persons in each, but none of the women were even close to 
her size. And although she was willing to settle for less than 
elegant garments, she wanted them to fit reasonably well. 

For a disguise, she had folded a piece of Mawson’s shirt into 
a triangle and tied it around the lower half of her face. She had 
drawn her hair straight back, plaited-it into a single braid, and 
coiled it into a bun at the nape of her neck to change her ap- 
pearance as much as possible. 

She had reached the mainland after only a few hours walk 
the first day. Coming unexpectedly upon a lone fisherman snor- 
ing under a stunted tree, his rod propped beside him, she had 
hidden behind a rock until she saw a way to detour around him. 
His open knapsack lay on the other side of the tree, and hunger 
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and curiosity made her approach it stealthily. When she got 
close enough to see a canning jar half full of water and a napkin 
with its corners tied together, indicating food was wrapped in- 
side, temptation overcame caution. Picking up both, she 
sneaked away with the fisherman’s lunch, stopping about a mile 
farther on in the shelter of a clump of bushes to devour every 
bite of cheese and home-baked bread the napkin contained, 
washing it down with the water, which tasted better to her at 
the moment than the finest champagne. 

While she ate, she ran through her mind the list of agents she 
had been told she could contact in an emergency, knowing 
there was one in this general area and having decided before she 
left the sand strip that it would be wise to consult with him 
before proceeding on to Richmond. 

That night, after a long afternoon of walking through fields 
and along country lanes, she curled up at the base of a hedge- 
row to sleep. The next day she had continued her journey, eat- 
ing wild berries and keeping out of sight of people by skirting 
villages. By evening she was in the vicinity of a large town, 
which she thought must be Norfolk. Circling it cautiously, she 
came to the James River and crossed it in a rowboat she had 
managed to pilfer, just after dark when water traffic was almost 
nil. She was astonished at the number of gunboats in the area 
and avoided them like the plague, not taking any chances on 
being picked up, now that she was surer of her bearings and 
close to the rendezvous point. 

It was the desperate need for proper clothes that had brought 
her to this culvert. While she waited, she was trying to decide 
what to say when she leapt out and confronted her victim. 
Nothing she could come up with sounded appropriate. She 
thought about it some more as she watched an old farmer in a 
two-wheeled cart go by in one direction and a pair of drummers 
gallop past in the other. 

A little later she saw a party approaching that looked promis- 
ing. A single horse was pulling a buggy driven by an older, 
soberly dressed man, and with him were two women, one ap- 
parently his wife and the other his daughter. They looked to 
Kate like a solid, respectable merchant family, and the young 
man riding beside the vehicle was probably the daughter’s 
suitor. The girl seemed close to Kate’s age and size, and her 
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clothing, while far from fashionable, appeared to be made of 
good-quality cloth. 

It was now or never, Kate decided as the buggy drew close, 
and gripping the Colt firmly, she leapt out of her hiding place. 

“Stand and deliver!” she shouted, surprising herself by using 
a line she didn’t know she remembered from a novel by Sir 
Walter Scott. 

The group stared at her in disbelief for long seconds, then the 
older man finally recovered sufficiently to ask indignantly, 
“What is the meaning of this, young woman?” 

“This,” Kate said, raising the pistol and firing a warning shot 
over their heads, “means you had better do as I say!” 

The young man, blond and slightly overweight, stared down 
at her from his horse’s back. “Now see here, miss . . . You 
don’t seem to realize what you’re doing.” 

“I know very well what I am doing,” Kate said, “and I prefer 
not to harm any of you, but I will if I must.” 

The older woman leaned forward, asking in a frightened 
voice, “Is it money you want? We do not have much, but you 
are welcome to it.” 

“I am not interested in your money. In fact, I'll give you 
money in return for what I want.” Kate motioned to the girl. 
“Get down and come over here to me.” 

“No, Doris, stay where you are,” her father commanded her 
sternly. 

“Do as your father says, Doris,” the young man advised. 

“You had better listen to me, Doris,”’ Kate said. “If I have to 
shoot to convince you I am serious, I wili put a ball through 
your beau’s kneecap that will cripple him for the rest of his 
life.” 

The older man tried again. “Young woman, I am the Rever- 
end Dr. Clinton Alexander of St. Mark’s Lutheran church, and 
this is my wife and daughter. Your actions are unseemly and 
unjustified and—” 

“This is my justification,” Kate interrupted, raising the Colt 
to point it directly at him. “I have heard that Lawyer Colt 
brings the law to the West, and he must have influence here 
also.” 

The man looked extremely annoyed but apparently realized 
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he was helpless before the threat of the weapon. “What do you 
want of my daughter?” 

“Nothing that will hurt her, Reverend. I will return her to 
you in about ten minutes.” 

“I will not stand for this,” he fumed, flushing angrily. “I will 
not permit it!” 

“Permitting it may be better than lying stretched out in the 
dust of the road with a bullet in you,” Kate pointed out calmly. 
“JT give you my word I will not hurt her.” 

“Of what worth is the word of a common thief?” he asked 
bitterly. 

Kate drew herself up haughtily and looked him straight in 
the eye. “I may not look it at the moment, but I am a Southern 
lady of honor, and I have given you my solemn word. Now, 
you, girl, get out of that carriage this minute!” 

Terrified into action, Doris climbed down onto the roadway, 
asking almost tearfully, “What—what do you want?” 

“¥ want you to step ever behind those bushes with me for a 
few minutes and—” 

“Please do not hurt me!” the girl begged. “If-you mean to kill 
me, do it now and do it quickly.” 

“I’m not going to kill you. Come on now . . . Walk over 
there and be quick about it. I do not have all day.” 

The girl ran for the bushes, and Kate turned to wave the gun 
warningly at the two men. “Do not make any untoward moves. 
I can pick you off from cover just as easily as from here.” 

She backed away toward the clump of bushes, noticing the 
younger man’s eyes fixed on her legs. How typically masculine, 
she thought. Even while his and his supposed beloved’s lives are 
in danger, he cannot keep from ogling another woman. 

“What do you want?” Doris asked again in a tremulous voice 
as Kate joined her. 

“Your clothes. Take them off. 2 

“Oh, dear God,” Doris said, and it was more a prayer than 
an exclamation. 

“Don’t be alarmed,” Kate began. “I need clothes, as you can 
see, and I think yours will fit me. Ill pay you more than they’re 
worth, so please let me have them without any more fuss.” 

“But ... but... . I have n—never un—undressed in fr— 
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front of anyone before,” the girl stammered, her face turning 
crimson. 

Kate rolled her eyes heavenward in exasperation even though 
she recognized the probable truth of her statement. Not of the 
planter class, it was highly unlikely that the girl had ever had a 
maid to help her dress and undress, and her religious upbring- 
ing would make the idea of another person’s seeing her un- 
clothed shameful. 

Smiling at Doris, she said firmly, “Make believe I’m not here 
and take your things off before J lose patience with you.” 

“Yes, m—ma’am, I w—will. P—please don’t shoot me!” 

Kate glanced back at the road while Doris fumbled with but- 
tons and hooks. The younger man had dismounted and started 
to pace, edging toward the bushes, probably guessing what was 
going on and hoping to get a peek at them half undressed. 

“If you want to remain healthy, young sir, stay right where 
you are,” Kate called, raising the gun so he could see it. “I can 
see you clearly, and I assure you, I am a very good shot.” 

He froze, his expression a comical mixture of chagrin and 
frustration. 

Kate turned to the girl, who was pulling her dress off over 
her head. “Forget the bustle and hurry.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” The two cotton petticoats joined the gray 
dress, and Doris was down to her vest and underpants. Kate 
looked at the cheap cotton underwear and decided hers were 
probably more comfortable. 

“Never mind the rest,” she said, taking off Mawson’s coat, 
placing a few gold coins in the pocket, and tossing it to Doris. 
“Put that on and button it up. We don’t want your young gen- 
tleman to have a heart attack.” 

Doris gave her a sullen look. “It’ll be your fault if he does. I 
saw him staring at your legs.” 

“Oh? Well, now he’ll have a chance to stare at yours,” Kate 
said, stepping into the practical but plain petticoats and button- 
ing them around her waist. Getting into the plain gray, high- 
necked, long-sleeved frock, glad that it was loose enough to 
accommodate the fat money belt containing the gold and qui- 
nine, she turned her back and the girl hooked it up. “Thank 
you, Doris. Now let’s take you back to your folks.” 

As they stepped onto the roadway the young man’s eyes reg- 
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istered disappointment at the sight of the long skirt covering 
Kate’s slender, shapely legs and a noticeable lack of enthusiasm 
when his gaze shifted to the shorter, sturdier limbs of his in- 
tended. 

Before he quite had time to recover from that shock, Kate 
gave him another. “Unhitch the horse from the buggy and 
bring it and your own mount to me... Quickly... 
Quickly!” 

“So you're a horse thief, too,” he sneered. 

“No, Pm not.” Kate held out the handful of gold coins she 
had kept aside for the purpose. “This should more than cover’ 
the cost of your animal, and the harness horse will return home 
when I cut him loose.” 

She leapt into the saddle, took the reins of the other horse, 
and dropped the gold into his hand. “Doris already has the 
money to pay for her clothes. I hope all of you are as satisfied 
with this transaction as I am.” 

Then she cantered off, her horsemanship and poise apparent 
even on a strange horse under less-than-ideal circumstances. 





About five miles down the road, Kate released the carriage 
horse and gave it a whack on the rump to start it back the way 
they had come. Then she took a few minutes to adjust Doris’s 
petticoats and dress more comfortably on her slightly taller, 
more slender frame. The girl had been a bit pudgy where she 
should have been slim, and flat where she should have been 
round, but Kate was glad to have clothes of any kind. She was 
also pleased with the black, warmly lined cloak to wear over 
them. 

Now she had to find the fisherman’s cottage where her Union 
contact lived. She was in the right area, and the structure had 
been described to her, so it shouldn’t be too hard to find. At 
least she hoped it wasn’t, because she couldn’t risk asking for 
directions. Keeping a sharp eye out, she rode for an hour or so 
before finally coming on a stretch of countryside that looked 
like it might be the one she was searching for. Sure enough, it 
wasn’t long until she came upon the cottage snuggled on the 
bank of a tributary of the James. A pair of fishing boats were 
tied up at a tiny wooden dock, and a grizzled old Down East- 
erner, who seemed entirely out of place in the South, came to 
investigate her presence. 

“And who might ye be, missie? And what might ye be 
wantin’ where ye’ve no business being?” 

“My business is with the Constitution,” she replied, using the 
code phrase she had been given. 
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“Welcome, ma’m,” the bearded one said. “I served on the 
Constitution in 1812. My name be Jebel Ward, and these”—| 
nodded in the direction of two burly men backed up by four 
younger stalwarts, all armed, who had taken stands behind him 
—‘“be my sons and their sons. How may we serve the Union?” 

It flashed through Kate’s mind that except for the lack of 
fanaticism in the deepset eyes, Jebel Ward bore a remarkable 
resemblance to the late John Brown. 

’ “¥ have information for General Scott,” she began. 
~ “General Scott has retired, ma’m,”’ Jebel said. “A shame it is, 
too. A remarkable strategist. I saw him in action in my war.” 

“He didn’t retire,” one of the sons said. “He was kicked out 
by them basta’ds in the War Department who never heard a 
shot fired in anger. Me and Jonathan here served with Scott.in 
Mexico.” 

“So. did my father,” Kate told them. “Well, if General Scott 
is gone, I suppose my information will have to go to Major 
Baker.” 

She decided on the spur of the moment to keep the items she 
had recovered from Rose Greenhow and deliver them in per- 
son. For now, she would report only the information she had 
tricked out of Ian Mawson, that he was a British agent working 
to bring about an alliance with the Confederacy. It wasn’t that 
she didn’t trust the Wards—one look at those granitelike New 
England faces had told her she could trust them with her life— 
but she wasn’t sure Baker would know what to do with the 
recovered Anaconda plan. He might unintentionally let it fall 
into the hands of a Union officer opposed to it, and the general’s 
brilliant scheme to save the Union quickly with small loss of life 
might be lost forever in the maze of bureaucracy. 

She sat down at the kitchen table inside the cottage and wrote 
out a report of the proposed Mason and Slidell appointments as 
ambassadors to Britain and France and gave it to Jebel Ward, 
saying, “I left the British agent named in this report trussed up 
out on a sand spit somewhere near Hatteras Light two days 
ago. Can you do something about him?” 

“If he’s still there, we'll see that he’s picked up and delivered 
on board the American man-o’-war.” 

They shared their savory New England boiled dinner with 
her, and when she refused the offer of an escort to the Rich- 
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mond outposts, the sons drew her a map and insisted on pack- 
ing a lunch and a small flask of whiskey in her saddlebag. 

The old man gave her a final piece of advice. “If you get into 
trouble, there will soon be Union gunboats on-the James River. 
A rowboat under a white flag could get you on board one of 
them.” 

“Thank you, sir, but I do not think I will need to,” she said, 
and let one of the grandsons give her a hand up onto her horse. 

She rode until dusk and spent the night, warm and snug, in a 
farmer’s hayloft, the horse hobbled in a nearby pasture within 
reach of lush grass and sweet water. 

The next morning, she washed her face in the mill pond, 
picked the straw out of her hair, and smoothed it back. into 
place. The severe slicked-back style with the neatly braided bun 
at the back was easier to maintain and went well with the 
clothes she was wearing. Even if she encountered someone she 
knew, which was unlikely, it would take a close second look to 
identify her as Kate Cameron, wealthy, fashionable belle of 
Richmond and Green Acres plantation. 

Refreshed by her ablutions, she breakfasted on the boiled 
ham and cornbread the Wards had given her plus a large ripe 
apple from the farmer’s orchard. After studying her hand- 
drawn map, she mounted up and went on her way. 

The morning fog began to clear when she was several miles 
down the road, and she thought she heard hoofbeats muffled by 
the wispy mists behind her. A little later, she decided that who- 
ever it was back there was traveling at the same rate of speed 
she was, not trying to pass or even catch up with her. 

Was she being followed? If so, why? And by whom? Had 
someone seen her visit the Wards yesterday and been on her 
trail ever since? She hadn’t been aware of it then, but of course 
there had been more traffic on the road that late in the day and 
She might not have noticed. If she had a pursuer, he must have 
stopped when she did and spent the night close by. The possibil- 
ity frightened her. Did he know who she was and what she 
carried? Could it be a Confederate agent who had found Rose’s 
body, discovered the gold and quinine missing, and come after 
the thief? Had Mawson told another agent who she was and 
accused her of murdering Rose? Or could Mawson have gotten 
loose and come after her for revenge? 
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She had too many questions without answers. Her heart was 
pounding with fear and apprehension, but she couldn’t find the 
courage to stop and confront her pursuer. Neither could she 
keep going all day with such a menace hanging over her head. 
Aside from personal considerations, she couldn’t allow herself 
to be taken, or the Union spy network in northern Virginia 
would be compromised. The only solution was to try to elude 
her would-be captor. 

Leaving the road, she jumped the horse over a fence, circled 
into an orchard, hid among the trees, and drew the Colt. She 
could see the road and get a good look at the other rider as he 
came into view. When he reached the place where she had 
turned off, the tall, dark-haired man in a uniform that was 
unmistakably Confederate slowed and checked the ground. 

Then he spurred his horse, jumped the fence, and started 
across the orchard toward where Kate lay in ambush. There 
was no more doubt in her mind that he was searching for her, 
despite the fact that he had no business knowing she was in the 
area. She cocked her weapon, determined not to be taken alive. _ 
But could she kill in cold blood . . . even a man in the uni- 
form of the rebellion she hated? He was almost upon her; she 
had to make up her mind, to steel herself to use the Colt. 

Kate lifted the gun, tightening her finger on the trigger. “I’ve 
got to do it,’ she whispered to herself. “It’s his life or mine.” 

When he was almost on her, she took aim with the revolver 
and pulled the trigger before she could lose her resolve. 

Then she screamed. 

In the instant the gun had fired, she had recognized the man. 

Zachary Benson! 

“Zack? ... Zack!”. . . Oh, my God, what have J done?” 
Kate cried as she saw him loll in the saddle, pitch forward, and 
tumble to the ground. “I’ve killed Zack! Oh, my God, Pve 
killed the man I love!” 

The possibility that Zack might have betrayed the Union, 
that he was in Confederate uniform following her, indicating 
that he might have been involved in a conspiracy with Ian 
Mawson and Rose Greenhow, meant nothing now. All Kate 
could think of was that she loved him and wanted him to live. 

She knelt, freed the reins from his relaxing fingers, and 
turned him over onto his back. There was blood on his shirt and 
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tunic, and his face was streaked with it. “Oh, Zack, my darling, 
I didn’t know it was you. I’m so terribly, terribly sorry.” 

Putting an ear to his chest, Kate heard his heart beating and 
breathed a sigh of gratitude; at ieast the wound hadn’t been 
instantly fatal. She took a deep breath to calm herself and tried 
to think what to do. 

Folding the cloak, she placed it under Zack’s head, took the 
empty canteen from his saddle, and went to the brook running 
through the orchard. Tearing a strip from a petticoat; she 
dampened it, filled the canteen, and hurried back. Zack moved 
and mumbled when she knelt. beside him. 

“Zack, it’s Kate. Can you hear me?” she asked, wiping away 
blood so she could see the wound, a.gash from his left temple to 
the back of his head. The bullet had grazed along through his 
hair and scalp but, as far as she could tell, had not penetrated 
his skull. 

She breathed a little easier. He couldn’t be dying unless the 
impact itself had injured his brain. - 

“Oh, Zack, don’t die,” she pleaded, kissing his forehead and 
lips in a frantic effort to rouse him. She had to get him to a 
surgeon in Richmond. 

But before she could do anything else, she had. to stop the 
bleeding. Returning to the brook, she rinsed the strip of cotton, 
folded it into a pad, and held it firmly against the wound until 
the bleeding stopped. Rinsing it again, she wrung the cloth as 
dry as possible, refolded it, and laid it back in place. 

Tearing another strip from the petticoat, she fashioned a ban- 
dage to hold the compress in place, winding it neatly around his. 
head, and anchoring the knot where it couldn’t slip. Now came 
the problem of transportation. 

She whistled for their horses. Hers had bolted off when she 
fired the gun and, apparently still frightened, refused to come. 
But Zack’s mount, a cavalry horse, was not in the least per- 
turbed by gunfire or blood. It trotted right up to Kate, and she 
rewarded it with a lump of the sugar the Wards had given her. 
While the big beast enjoyed the treat, she hung the canteen in 
place, retrieved the Colt, and turned her attention to getting 
Zack on his feet. 

Strength, she found, responded to the importance a person 
placed on accomplishing a particular task and the willingness to 
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use one’s resources to the utmost. Squatting beside the wounded 
man, she put his arm across her shoulders, raised him to a 
sitting position with her arm around his waist, and then, slowly 
and carefully, using her lower back and leg muscles to push 
herself upright, raised his limp muscular frame. Once on her 
feet, she leaned Zack against the strong, broad flank of his 
horse, who, well-trained animal that he was, seemed to under- 
stand exactly what was required of him and stood quietly in 
place. 

After resting for a few minutes, she faced the difficult task of 
getting Zack up onto the horse. She knew she could depend on 
the big animal not to move or let itself be pushed away, but how 
could she lift Zack’s limp body into the saddle when she could 
barely keep it from collapsing onto the ground? It might be 
relatively easy to drape him over the horse with his legs on one 
side and his head on the other, but that was not a position in 
which a man with a head injury should travel. 

There was only one way Kate could accomplish her goal. 
With all the will in the world, she could not lift him that high 
and set him in the saddle, then hold him there while she got up 
behind. She would have to drape him across it first, then get on 
and maneuver his legs into place one at a time. 

She patted the horse and spoke to him softly. “Good boy 
. .-. Good boy. Stand real still now while I get your master 
onto your back. All right, fella, back up about two steps.” 

He did so with great care, seeming to know she meant to 
boost Zack onto the folded blanket in front of the saddle. Lean- 
ing the unconscious man against the blanket, she stood behind 
and between his legs and heaved him upward, careful not to 
push so hard that he’d tumble off the other side. Then, placing a 
foot in the stirrup, she vaulted up into the saddle, put both arms 
around Zack’s middle, and dragged him into a semisitting posi- 
tion with his back to her. The horse didn’t move a muscle while 
she tugged Zack’s right leg upward until it bent at the knee, 
then dropped it on the right side of the horse. Zack’s head was 
resting on her shoulder, and she examined the bandage to see if 
the activity had restarted the bleeding. It hadn’t, so she reached 
for the reins, which she had had the foresight to place between 
the horse’s ears, and nudged the big chestnut into a walk with 
her knees. She had no qualms about abandoning Doris’s young 
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man’s horse; it would either find its way home or a farmer who 
needed an extra mount would take it in. 

Suddenly Zack stirred and slowly opened his eyes, looking up 
into her face. A puzzled frown creased his brow. “Kate? 
What’re you doing on my horse? Your hair looks funny . . . 
What’d you do to it?” 

“Oh, thank God, you’ve come to!” she said. “There—there’s 
been an accident, Zack. You’ve been hurt. I’m taking. you 
OR oma 

His head dropped back on her shoulder and he went limp 
again. Kate hugged him close for a moment, so filled with 
thankfulness that he was going to be all right that she wanted to 
shout. Just calm down, she told herself, stroking his thick black 
hair and kissing his forehead. You still have to get him to a 
doctor. 

The big chestnut had kept walking, although his ears had 
pricked up at the sound of Zack’s voice, making his way out of 
the orchard: That was easy. But getting onto the road without 
jumping the fence .was another matter. But without being told, 
the cavalry horse began moving along the inside of the barrier 
and continued walking for about a mile before he found a gap 
where he could step through onto the roadway. 

Zack roused again briefly as they started down the road. He 
sat bolt upright and looked in both directions. “Wrong way, 
Kate. Turn ‘round. Here, let me do it.” He started to take the 
reins out of her hands but blacked out again before he could 
complete the action. 

Why did he want to go the other way? Kate wondered. 
Maybe his sense of direction was off because of the injury. The 
map the Wards had drawn for her showed Richmond clearly, 
and she knew she hadn’t taken a wrong turn. She shrugged, 
decided she was the one who had to make the decisions for the 
time being, and continued on her way. 

They rode all day, Zack fading in and out of consciousness, 
not surprised to find her still with him, seeming to realize he’d 
been shot but not asking who had done it. Neither did he say 
any more about where they were headed. And she didn’t tell 
him. There was plenty of time for explanations once she got 
him to safety. His spells of wakefulness were welcome not only 
because they reassured her he was not seriously injured but 
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because his being able to hold himself erect, no matter for how 
brief a period, provided respite for her aching arms, which oth- 
erwise had to hold him in place. 

Quite a few people were traveling in both directions now, but 
no one tried to detain them or even seemed interested in their 
presence on the highway. Perhaps most people avoided them 
because Zack was in uniform or perhaps because they had other 
private reasons. Groups of Confederate soldiers also passed 
them, heading in the opposite direction, and they, too, paid no 
attention to Kate or her patient. 

She wondered about the anxious faces and the unusual num- 
ber of families abroad on a working day and mentioned it to 
Zack the next time he returned to awareness of his surround- 
ings, but he couldn’t explain it or even guess at the destination 
of the soldiers. Not that it mattered; it was only something to 
speculate about in her efforts to keep him conscious. 

Keeping Zack from sliding off the horse during the times he 
was out was a constant struggle. When one arm and hand went 
numb, Kate shifted his weight to the other side and reversed the 
procedure the next time. Once, as a couple in a two-wheeled 
horse cart approached with their household goods piled on top 
and an old cow and.a dozen sheep, herded along by a sheepdog, 
following behind, she almost lost him as he slipped from the 
grasp of her temporarily useless right hand. She cried out in 
panic and desperately clutched the back of his tunic with her 
left hand. The cavalry horse stopped and looked back at her 
over his shoulder, sensing that something was wrong. 

“Steady, boy, steady,” she murmured in a shaky voice, not 
knowing what to do. Zack was too heavy for her to hold with 
one hand without the support of an arm and shoulder. 

Fortunately, the woman in the cart took in the situation at a 
glance and pointed it out to her husband, who handed her the 
reins as he leapt to the ground, hurried across the road, and 
caught Zack just before he fell. 

“Thank you, sir,” Kate said, smiling gratefully as she rubbed 
feeling back into the sleeping hand and arm. 

“Is he hurt bad, my dear?” the woman called. 

Kate looked at the kind face under the.sunbonnet. “I don’t 
know . . . It’s a head wound.” 

“Was he wounded in the island fighting?” the man asked. 
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“They say federal gunboats have been shelling all day, that 
Marines and seamen have made several landings above Fort 
Monroe, and there may be a breakout from there.” 

“We are going to my sister’s in the hill country,” the woman 
offered, sparing Kate the need to reply. ““We’re not coming back 
until the Union returns for good. Is that your husband?” : 

“No, not yet,” Kate answered truthfully. “I’m taking him to 
Richmond for treatment.” 

The man nodded, helped her arrange Zack in a secure posi- 
tion, and returned to the cart. Handing him the reins, the 
woman looked over at Kate again. “I hope you get there safely, 
my dear.” 

“Thank you,” Kate replied, and as the cart started to move 
off she flicked the reins gently to signal the cavalry horse to go 
on. 

Later, a courier galloped past, his mount foamy with sweat. 
He waved his broad-brimmed hat at Kate, shouting something 
about Union gunboats being driven off, which she didn’t. be- 
lieve, and troops landing up and down the coast, which she 
doubted but wistfully hoped was true. 

They rode until almost.dark when she decided they couldn’t 
possibly make Richmond that night. Taking refuge in a field 
containing several large haystacks, Kate ignored the squawking 
objections of a family of crows and eased Zack down onto the 
hay at the base of one of the stacks out of sight from the road. 
Settling him comfortably, she was about to leave to search for 
food when he sighed, stirred restlessly, and said, “Water . . . 
want water.” 

She placed a hand on his forehead and discovered he. was 
warmer than she thought was normal. Could his injury be caus- 
ing a fever? she wondered. “Yes, my darling, I’ll get you water,” 
she said, covering him with the blanket from the horse’s back. 

“Kate? Is that you, Kate?” 

“Yes, Zack, it’s Kate. Don’t you remember? I washed and 
bandaged your wound, and now I’m taking you to Richmond to 
a doctor.” 

“No ...no.. .” He shook his head and tried to sit up. 
“Can’t go to Richmond. . .” 

“Shh. You'll be all right,” she whispered reassuringly. “Lie 
still and rest. I’m going to take care of you.” 
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His reluctance to go to Richmond puzzled her, but she attrib- 
uted it to fever, perhaps a slight delirium, but she was glad he 
still recognized her. Getting the canteen from its hook on the 
saddle, she poured water into the cap, raised him slightly, and 
held it to his lips. He drank a sip or two and then turned his 
head away. Kate eased him back onto the hay and bathed his 
face and hands with the now-lukewarm liquid. Perhaps if she 
could locate a stream and refill the container with icy cold fresh 
water, he’d drink more, maybe even come fully awake again. 

“Til be back in a little while with something to eat,” she told 
him, tucking the folded cloak under his head and kissing him. 
She thought she felt an answering pressure from his lips, but she 
couldn’t be sure. 

Twilight was upon them, and as she looked around she saw a 
light shining in the window of a farmhouse sitting on a rise 
some distance away. She began to walk toward it. Maybe there 
was a vegetable garden or a berry patch near the house, and 
surely there must be a well or a spring. She had gold, but she 
knew better than to offer British coin in payment for food. To 
do so would arouse suspicion, and she couldn’t explain who she 
was or why she was roaming the countryside with a wounded 
man in uniform. It was hard to admit, but her breeding and 
upbringing counted for nothing in this situation; she was re- 
duced to stealing supper for herself and Zack. 

Kate smiled wryly as she realized her predicament. Ah, weil, 
it was just another aspect of war. An army moves on its stom- 
ach, Napoleon was supposed to have said, and the land had to 
support the troops. Well, for the time being, she considered 
herself as much a part of the troops as the infantry or the 
cavalry. 

On the side of the house she approached from, there was no 
sign of a truck garden, only flowers, but there was a low-lying 
structure off to the rear that she surmised was a henhouse. It 
was, and its inhabitants clucked and grumbled when she in- 
vaded the premises, trying to peck at her as she reached for 
their newly laid eggs. 

“Be quiet,” she scolded. “Have you no manners?” 

Wings flapped indignantly as the hens flew from nest to roost 
and back again, their complaints becoming noisier. 

“Shh! I’m seizing these eggs in the name of the United States 
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Secret Service. These are Rebel eggs and subject to confisca- 
tion.” 

Unimpressed, the hens raised a louder hullabaloo. They knew 
she was not the familiar farmer’s wife, and they didn’t like 
being robbed, no matter what Kate called it. 

Their angry cackling woke a huge black rooster, who eyed 
Kate aggressively, and she knew that if he began crowing at this 
time of night, the farmer was going to rush out to catch the 
chicken thief. She had collected four eggs and decided that 
would have to do if she didn’t want to end up on the wrong end 
of a pitchfork or shotgun. 

“All right, Pll leave, but I must say the lot of you are most 
unfriendly and inhospitable,” she told the hens, then withdrew 
as noiselessly as possible. There were probably cows in the barn, 
but she didn’t know how to milk them, so she might as well 
forget that. On the way off the property, she passed through a 
small blackberry patch and picked those that felt ripe to the 
touch. 

“This will have to do,” she said to herself, placing an egg in 
each pocket of the gray dress. The discovery of a clean handker- 
chief in one pocket solved the problem of how to carry the other 
two eggs and the berries. . 

Hearing the faint gurgle of water, she followed the sound 
until she came to a small springhouse open at one end. A cold 
spring bubbled up around the rocks on which pans of milk and 
pitchers of cream had been placed to cool. She rinsed out the 
canteen, refilled it, slung it over her shoulder, and started to 
leave, knowing there was no way she could carry an open pan of 
milk. Then on an impulse, she turned, picked up the smallest 
pitcher of cream, and hurried away, wondering how she was 
going to cook the eggs. 

Kate didn’t know too much about cooking, having always 
had servants to do the actual work after she planned the meals 
and made out menus. The simplest way to cook eggs was proba- 
bly to boil them, but for that, she needed a pan and a fire. Eggs 
could also be eaten raw, she knew. Old Aunt Tibatha had ex- 
isted on eggs and rum beaten into a glass of milk during her last 
days and had seemed to thrive on it until the flux carried her 
OL se 

Kate wasn’t sure Zack could eat, but she had to try to feed 
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him. He needed nourishment to keep up his strength. Again she 
wondered why his temperature was climbing. 

She debated with herself about making a fire. It meant taking 
a chance on being discovered, but if she were, she could say she 
was a Southern woman carrying her wounded lover to Rich- 
mond for medical help, and it would be nothing more nor less 
than the truth. No one could question the fact that Zack had 
been shot, and the assumption would be it had happened during 
the fighting. She wished she knew just where the hostilities were 
supposed to be taking place. The man who had assisted her had 
mentioned island fighting and the courier had warned of Union 
landings. If there were such landings, could Union forces be 
pushing up the James or York rivers to menace Richmond? 

Zack had apparently been restless during her absence and 
had rolled off his bed of hay. His horse was standing guard, 
nuzzling him anxiously. 

“It’s all right, boy,” Kate assured him. “He’s going to be ail 
right.” 

Dragging Zack back onto the pile of hay, she noticed his 
temperature was still up. It frightened her, but there wasn’t 
much she could do but keep him covered and hope it returned 
to normal soon. 

She rummaged through his saddlebags and found a mess kit. 
In it were hardtack, a small pan, a thin metal plate, a cup, a 
small bowl, and a spoon. There was also a waterproof packet of 
friction matches, a tiny box of salt, and a small tin of coffee. 

Delighted with her find, Kate quickly gathered twigs and 
sticks and a few dead branches and started a fire. When the 
bright flames had settled down to a steady glow, she put two 
eggs in the pan, covered them with water, and set them over the 
fire. While they were cooking, she washed the berries, placed 
them in the bowl, and covered them with clotted cream. Chop- 
ping the hardtack into two pieces, she toasted each by holding it 
close to the fire on a stick as her father had often spoken of 
doing while on bivouac. 

The eggs were more than soft boiled but not yet hard when 
she cracked them open and scooped them into the cup. If they 
had been served that way at home, she would have sent them 
back to the kitchen with a mild reprimand, but now she sprin- 
kled a little salt on them and thought they and the crunchy 
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toasted biscuit delicious. She considered making coffee in the 
hot water but decided against it for two reasons: she had no 
idea how much to use and she didn’t want to risk the aroma’s 
leading someone to her. Instead, she put the other two eggs on 
to cook while she ate berries and cream, which tasted like pure 
ambrosia to her. 

Her pride in her culinary achievements faded when she tried 
to feed Zack. He turned his head to the side, muttering, “No 
... Go away .. . Go away.” 

.“Zack, you have to eat! You’ll get sicker and weaker if you do 
not eat. Please, darling, try.” 

She finally managed to coax a few bites of egg and a couple 
spoonfuls of berries and cream into him. He drank greedily 
when she held water to his lips and fell asleep immediately 
afterward. 

As Kate cleaned the pan and utensils, she noticed a chill in 
the air and became aware of clouds rolling in. Just to be on the 
safe side, she dug deeper into the hay, moved Zack into the 
more protected spot, and looked around for the horse, who had 
wandered off to find grass after she had removed his harness 
and saddle. She whistled softly and he came trotting back to 
her. 

Snuggling into the sheltered spot, she lay down beside Zack 
and coaxed the horse into lying down with his back toward 
them so his bulk blocked the wind. It had started to sprinkle by 
the time she had crawled under the cloak with Zack, spread the 
horse’s blanket over him and herself, and thrown a rubberized 
poncho from the other saddlebag over that. 

She had no more than settled down when forks of blue white 
lightning split the sky and thunder like a volley from a thou- 
sand cannons rolled across the countryside. That was followed 
by a downpour that pelted and pounded all around them. Kate 
moved closer to Zack to keep him warm, the horse formed a 
bulwark behind them, and the storm raged above, lightning 
ctackling and thunder shaking the ground. 


After a couple of hours the rain slacked off as the storm lost 
some of its violence. Only a few drops had reached Kate, and 
Zack was so well protected she didn’t think any had fallen on 
him. He stirred uneasily now and then and muttered a few 
words occasionally. His body was hot and the fever continued 
to puzzle Kate. She had helped with nursing the blacks on the 
plantation when they became ill, but old Dr. Francis had always 
been available to explain the serious illnesses and tell her what 
to do. God rest his soul. Some of the elderly black women who 
were walking textbooks of folk medicine, knowing which herbs 
and roots and leaves could be boiled to make the most healing 
balms and soothing poultices, also helped by handling the ordi- 
nary complaints. 

It bothered Kate to be able to do so little for the man she 
loved, but she held him close and hoped her warmth would 
keep him safe throughout the stormy night. When he finally feli 
into a deep sleep, she dozed off, too. 

“Kate? Kate, are you here?” His voice woke her sometime 
later. 

“Yes, Zack, I’m here,” she answered, placing a hand on his 
forehead. To her surprise, it felt perfectly normal. 

He rolled toward her and clasped her in his arms. “Kate, my 
darling, I’m so glad you’re with me. I’ve been so lonesome for 
you. I do love you, you know.” 

“And I love you,” she whispered. 
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He pulled ‘her closer and the feel of his lean, hard body 
against hers sent a wave of desire pulsing through her. 
Ashamed, she tried to ignore it. What kind of woman was she 
to react this way to a sick man? Her body seemed to have no 
scruples when it came to responding to Zachary Benson. III or 
well, he could stir her into passion. 

“T love you . . . I want you . . .” he was whispering in her 
ear. 

“Zack darling, you’ve been wounded and are in no condition 
to—” 

“Love me, dearest. Love me like you did before.” His warm 
breath was on her neck, his lips nibbling at her earlobe. “I’ve 
missed you. I’ve missed you so much. Please, darling, don’t 
make me wait any longer.” 

She tried pushing away from him. “Zack, stop it! You’re go- 
ing to open the wound and start bleeding again.” 

“I need love,” he insisted, sounding utterly coherent. “I need 
you. Nothing else will help me now.” 

Was he really rational? Was this urgent need any different 
than his usual demand for love? 

His lips circled her neck, seeking the hollow of her throat, his 
fingers fumbling with the buttons at the high neckline of the 
gray dress. 

“Zack, please . . . You’ré getting too excited—you’re get- 
ting me too excited.” 

“Love me, my darling, love me!’ 

“You need rest more than anything else.” 

Zack wasn’t paying any attention. He had a hand up under 
her dress and the two cotton petticoats, stroking the soft inner 
sides of her thighs above the tops of her stockings. 

His touch sent her soaring, and then he was using his other 
hand to push her skirts higher and higher. 

She tried to calm herself, but it was so sweet to lie here and 
listen to the steady fall of rain and thrill to the sweet, tantalizing 
lips and the busy fingers seeking and wooing the treasure he 
found underneath the prim clothes of the preacher’s daughter. 

‘Darling’... my darling . . . I want you so much,” he 
murmured. 

She raised both hands to his face, holding his cheeks against 
her tingling breasts. Uncontrollable urges flared inside her, and 
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she raised her hips to let him strip off the pantalets. Her hands 
slid under his shirt and stroked up and down his smooth, mus- 
cular back. “Oh, Zack . . . love me . . . Please love me!’ 

“Yes, yes, my darling.” With her help, he got his pants un- 
done, then he was on top of her. 

She moaned as he found her and together they began to move 
in perfect harmony. : 

“Oh, God, you are so good. No one else can make me feel. 
like this, my sweet Kate.” 

Swept up in a maelstrom of passion, Kate let herself forget 
the injury he had received at her hand, the mild fever and lapses 
of consciousness, even the fact that he was in Confederate uni- 
form and she now knew for certain which side he was on. His 
seeming indecision and playing both sides against the middle 
were finally over. He was a Rebel, the enemy, but it didn’t seem 
to matter. 

He was whispering against her ear now, saying wonderfully 
sweet and exciting words, as he rose to higher and higher 
plateaus of pleasure, and her body reciprocated, vibrating to his 
like a finely tuned instrument upon which only the maestro 
could play. And he played extremely well, taking her to such 
heights of exquisite sensation that she feared she might splinter 
into a thousand shimmering particles and disappear in a burst 
of pure energy. 

She trembled on the brink for a long ecstatic moment while 
he thundered toward compietion, then she achieved her own 
shattering fulfillment as she joined him in rapturous transports. 

When sanity and reason returned, she lay locked in his arms, 
both of them utterly spent but utterly content as they drifted off 
to sleep again. 

On toward dawn, Kate was awakened by Zack murmuring 
and reaching for her. She started to roll toward him but froze as 
she heard clearly the words coming from his lips. “Rose . . . 
Rose? Where are you, Rose? Come here to me. Let me. . .” 

Kate was stunned, but she was also furious. Was he propos- 
ing to make love to that promiscuous spy? Didn’t he know or 
didn’t he care who he was with? Was one woman just as good as 
another to him? It seemed that way. She was sure there were 
some men who were faithful, or at least showed some discrimi- 
nation about the women they bedded, but not Zack . . . not 
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the man who could turn her to fire, whose very touch made her 
tremble, who could take away her will and leave her helpless to 
do anything but what he wanted. 

Damn you, damn you, damn you! she fumed at him silently. 
It makes no difference to you whose body it is as long as it’s 
female. But to me it has to be that one body, that one set of lips, 
that one pair of hands and arms! It’s unfair, totally unfair! 

His groping hand touched her shoulder, and she felt the fe- 
vered heat of it and realized with a shock that he was burning 
up and starting to shiver. He was delirious, she realized, but 
that didn’t dilute her bitterness, Wasn’t it then that the truth 
came out, when all one’s defenses were down? 

Kate wished fervently that Zack were rational enough that 
she could tell him that Rose was dead, drowned because of the 
gold she wouldn’t abandon. How would he react to that news? 
Would he blame her for letting the woman he loved die? Would 
he let her see his grief or would he suffer silently? 

Then, as the spasms of shivering shook Zack harder and 
harder and his skin got hotter, guilt began closing in on her. 
Maybe it was her fault the fever had returned much worse than 
before. She shouldn’t have been so quick to accept his rational- 
ity and normal temperature as an indication that he was recov- 
ering, that his avowed love and desire for her were as real as he 
proclaimed. She certainly should not have permitted him to 
make love to her when he was in such a fluctuating condition. If 
this attack was a relapse, she was to blame. If the energy he 
expended in lovemaking had been more than he could afford 
from the process of healing, then, in effect, she was the direct 
cause of his renewed and more intense fever. And if he died of 
it, how would she ever forgive herself? 

In a panic of remorse, Kate turned Zack on his side, then 
rearranged his clothes and her own. He began shivering harder 
as the fever crept higher, and not knowing what else to do, she 
tucked the cloak more snugly about him and curled around his 
back to keep him warm. In spite of everything, she still loved 
him and would blame herself forever for her lack of self-control, 
which must be the cause of his getting sicker. 

It was first light by now, and the horse lurched to his feet and 
trotted off in search of grass and water, leaving Kate with a 
draft down her back. In too much inner turmoil to go back to 
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sleep, she got up, tucked the cloak snugly around Zack, and 
spread the horse blanket over the top of the rubberized sheet to 
provide even more warmth. Still puzzled as to the cause of his 
fever, Katé removed the bandage and inspected the gash on 
Zack’s head. It was an ugly bluish purple, but it wasn’t infected 
or deep enough to account for his becoming so ill. Washing the 
wound, she rebandaged it, then got out her map. She figured 
they were now about twenty-five miles from the city and de- 
cided to push right on through because of Zack’s worsened 
condition. 

She tried to feed him the few berries and cream that re- 
mained, but he would accept only a long drink of water. With- 
out nourishment, she was afraid he would quickly lose strength, 
and she tortured herself with the possibility that he might fall 
into a coma and die. No, no, no! she prayed silently. She refused 
to permit that! It was her fault he was worse this morning, and 
she would get him to Dr. Mason in time, no matter what the 
cost to herself. 

She ate the last of the hardtack and the berries Zack had 
refused and quenched her thirst with water. Then she and the 
horse cooperated again to get the incoherently mumbling Zack 
up onto the animal’s back. Wrapping the cloak around him, she 
seated him in the saddle this time, figuring it would support him 
a little and make it easier to hold him from a perch behind. 

“All right, boy, let’s go. This is the last leg of our trip. Once 
we reach our destination, we'll ask no more of you for a while. 
You can take a nice long rest in my pasture, and I'll introduce 
you to a couple of lively young mares.” 

She could have sworn the chestnut’s ears pricked up at men- 
tion of the mares. Like master, like horse, she thought cyni- 
cally. She had discovered the letters USA branded on his flank, 
so she knew that he, too, had changed sides somewhere along 
the line, although, unlike Zack, he probably hadn’t had any 
choice. 

The weary journey ended on Sunday afternoon when they 
entered Richmond. Keeping to back streets, Kate encountered 
very few people. Those who dined at midday were probably 
sleeping off their huge Sunday repast, and those who lived more 
fashionably were probably just dressing for dinner. She made 
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her way to Dr. Mason’s home and infirmary on a tree-shaded 
avenue, deserted at this hour except for a few black servants. 

Leaving Zack prone across the saddle, Kate hurried to the 
door and rang the bell. A bald, gray-bearded man answered and 
stood staring for long seconds before he recognized her. 

“Good Lord, it’s Kate Cameron! I thought you were in 
Washington, child. What seems to be the trouble?” 

“I have a man with me who was wounded in the fighting 
around Yorktown and Fort Monroe.” Then, without giving him 
time to ask questions, she added quickly, “He’s in pretty bad 
shape, Doctor.” 

“Well, bring him inside,” Mason said, pushing the door 
wider. “‘I’ll have a look at him.” 

“He cannot walk.” 

“Oh.” He turned and called down the hall behind him. “Si- 
mon! Eustace! We have a patient who needs assistance!” 

The two burly slaves who answered the summons lifted Zack 
gently off the horse and carried him into an office to the left of 
the front door. 

“Take him on into the examining room, boys,” Mason in- 
structed. — 

“Doctor, please help him get well,” Kate pleaded emotion- 
ally, blinking back the tears stinging her eyes. “I care nothing 
about the cost. Call in surgeons if you need them, the best from 
New Orleans or anywhere else. If it takes every cent I have, this 
man must get well.” “ 

Mason was already bending over Zack. “I don’t think it will 
come to that. There’s no serious problem here. This is only a 
scalp wound.” 

“But the fever . . . He’s been delirious, and the fever won’t 
go down.” 

“Oh, the fever is another matter. It is serious, but it has 
nothing to do with the wound,” Mason explained, Swabbing the 
long gash with alcohol. 

“Then what is causing it?” 

“The captain has malaria, I’m afraid.” 

Relief flooded through Kate. “Oh, is that all!” 

Mason looked up at her, frowning over the top of his glasses. 
“That is not the small matter you seem to think, Miss Cameron. 
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The South is out of quinine, and there’s none to be had in the 
whole of Richmond.” 

“T think I can remedy that,” Kate said, and looked around 
the room. “Doctor, is there.a screen I could stand behind to 
pull up my skirts?” 

“No, but”-—Mason gave her a strange look—‘“I am a medical 
man, you know. If you like, I will turn my back.” 

“Yes, please. It will only take a moment.” 

He shrugged and turned away, and she pulled up the skirts, 
removed the pouch containing the quinine, and dropped them 
into place again. 

“All right, Doctor,” she said, handing him the bulging pack- 
age as he faced her again. “Here’s quinine, sir. I smuggled it in 
from Washington.” 

“Good Lord! There must be enough here for all those ill in 
Richmond and part of the army as weil.” 

“If you do not mind, Dr. Mason, I would prefer that all of it 
be used for civilians, with the exception of Captain Benson.” 

His eyebrows shot upward. “What, none for our troops?” 

“Surely you remember that I am an abolitionist. I am willing 
to help my fellow townspeople, but I prefer not to supply con- 
traband to the Confederate Army.” 

“Tam hardly a true Rebel myself, but as a doctor, I must see 
that whoever needs quinine gets it. Besides, the government will 
take the decision out of my hands. Since you brought it, your 
captain will be the first to receive it, but I shall have to report its 
arrival.” 

Kate had to be content with that, and after all, many of the 
young men in gray uniforms were friends of hers and her fam- 
ily. She couldn’t hate them, even if she was set on undermining 
their cause and destroying their new nation in its cradle. 

“Very well, I'll leave it in your hands, Doctor, even as Pm 
going to leave Captain Benson.” 

He nodded. “TI also will have to report his presence and his 
wound to the provost marshal. Can you give me the details 
about how he was wounded?” 

Kate didn’t see any problem with informing the authorities. 
The Confederate secret service would surely know where their 
agent had been, but she had no intention of revealing how he 
had been wounded. 
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“I’m not sure. He must have heard I was among the ladies 
repatriated from Washington and in looking for me. stumbled 
into the fighting when Union forces landed on the outer islands 
or on the coast.” ; 

“Hmm. Well, 1 suppose he’ll have to tell us about it when he 
recovers, and that shouldn’t take too long with the quinine.” 

“Tf I had known what was wrong,” Kate said, “I could have 
been treating him as we traveled, and he’d probably be well on 
the way to recovery by now. What do you think brought on the 
attack so suddenly, Doctor?” 

“Malaria attacks are usually sudden, and any extra stress on 
the body can bring one on. I would guess that this young man 
has been overextending himself for a prolonged period, and the 
shock of being shot was all it took to push him into an attack,” 
Mason speculated. “I’ll keep him here for the night. You can 
see him.any time after nine tomorrow morning. By then, he at 
least should be rational.” 

“Thank you, Doctor. Pll be here as soon after nine as possi- 
ble.” 

Back in the street, Kate became aware of just how exhausted 
she was. She climbed onto the horse and sat slumped in the 
saddle, unmoving until the horse took the initiative and started 
out on his own. That snapped her out of -her fog. Realizing 
there was no longer any reason to avoid being seen, she guided 
him onto Main Street, which was the shortest way home. 

There were more people abroad now, families on their way to 
dine with friends, young ladies driving by in handsome rigs 
with their beaux. As yet the city seemed little affected by the 
war except for the fact that so many of the young men were in 
gray uniforms or some variation of the various militia outfits. 

Kate wasn’t surprised when she heard someone call, “Kate? 
Kate Cameron, is that you?” 

“Yes, Sally,” Kate said without enthusiasm, recognizing the 
voice before she looked at its owner. Sally Edmonds was not 
one of her favorite acquaintances. 

“Where have you been?” Sally asked, a pretty pout on her 
china doll face. “And whatever have you done to your hair?” 

Kate was too tired to care what the other girl thought of her 
hair or anything else. “I was in Washington when the war be- 
gan, Sally, and all of us who were caught there were held in Old 
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Capitol prison. A couple of weeks ago, we were expatriated, but 
when another woman and I transferred to a blockade runner, it 
was attacked by a Union cruiser. Our lifeboat swamped and I 
barely managed to get ashore.” 

“Oh, how awful!” Sally breathed, then rushed on without a 
pause, “But that dress, my dear . . . Is that what they’re wear- 
ing in Washington this season? If it is, we shall win the war in 
six months. What awful taste!” 

Kate winced and the young man with Sally looked embar- 
rassed. 

“This dress is not from Washington, Sally. All the clothes I 
had with me were lost with the ship.” 

“Oh, dear! How careless of you, Kate. Then where did you 
get that horror?” 

“A young lady out in the country was kind enough to lend it 
to me. And losing my clothes, Sally, was not due to careless- 
ness. I am very lucky to have come out-of that situation alive. 
Good day to you both. I must get on home.” ; 

Sally was so flighty and empty-headed that she wouldn’t real- 
ize she had been rebuked, but Kate felt a little better for having 
done it. 

The next person who hailed her was an entirely different kind 
of individual. 

“Why, Kate Cameron, how nice to see you! I thought you 
were still in Washington.” 

“Varina Howell . . . I mean, Davis. Or should one now ad- 
dress you as Mrs. President? I must pay a call on your husband 
to congratulate him.” 

“ ‘Varina’ will do nicely, thank you,” Jeff Davis’s wife said. 
with a smile, “but if you wish to speak to Jeff, do it soon be- 
cause from the sound of things, we may not be in Richmond 
long.” 

“What do you mean? Is something wrong, Varina?” 

Varina looked around to make sure nobody else was within 
earshot. “They are trying to keep it quiet, but I see no reason 
why you shouldn’t know. Federal troops under the command of 
a General McClellan have landed in force at Fort Monroe and 
farther up the peninsula and are advancing on Yorktown. Our 
troops do not seem to be able to stop them. General Lee advised 
Jeff to abandon Yorktown and have our troops fall back into the 
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defenses of Richmond. We.think he has doubts about being able 
to hold even the capital, and Gen. Joseph Johnston, who has 
been put in command on the peninsula, is less than sanguine 
about the possibilities.” 

Kate tried to look sympathetic, but her heart bounded at the 
news. She had assumed the landings she’d heard’ about were on 
a small scale, not a full-scale invasion such as Varina was talk- 
ing about. 

“Tm glad I ran into you,” Varina was going on. “I have to 
find a capable housekeeper for that old museum that people 
have taken’ to calling the Confederate White House. And if I 
remember correctly, you always had the most intelligent and 
best-trained servants around. Could you recommend someone 

. one of your own people, perhaps, whom you would be 
willing to part with for whatever time we’re here?’ 

What an opportunity, Kate thought, to place a dependable 
person in the heart of the Confederate government, but since 
she had sent most of her servants north, she no longer knew 
anyone to recommend. “Well, I have been away, as you know. 
Let me think about it and perhaps I can recall someone who 
would do. I haven’t even been home yet, and ’m awfully tired.” 

“Oh, my dear, I’m so sorry.” Varina Davis leaned down from 
the landau and placed a hand on Kate’s arm. “You look worn 
out and, for you, just a trifle disheveled, but I was so intent on 
the invasion and our servant problem that I didn’t think.” 

“It’s perfectly all right, Varina, and I will do my best to find 
someone who can supervise your household.” 

Kate rode on, her mind busy with the idea of placing a spy in 
the Confederate executive mansion. Varina Davis was a nice 
person, and Kate hated to take advantage of her friendship, but 
this was war and duty had to come first. 

A few years previously, Kate would have had half a dozen 
women she could have recommended for the job, but now she 
had only a few elderly servants and a few hopeless types fit only 
for plantation work and seemingly content to stay in that cate- 
gory. 

Once she would have had the ideal young woman for the job 
-~an intelligent, informed, idealistic girl who would have made 
an excellent housekeeper for the Davises and a dedicated, dar- 
ing spy for the Union in the brain center of the rebellion. But 
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two years ago, sensing trouble to come, Kate had personally 
escorted Jessie Pratt to New York and enrolled her in one of the 
few colleges that accepted blacks. 

Turning off Main Street onto Elm, Kate rode slowly up the 
tree-shaded, curving avenue with its white-pillared, porticoed 
houses set far back from the street on acre lots, protected by 
wrought-iron rails and gates. Handsome carriage houses stood 
off to one side of the grounds and white-washed slave quarters 
to the other. The Cameron house, which her mother was now 
sharing with two of Kate’s maiden aunts, stood halfway up the 
block. A feeling of homecoming excitement caused Kate to let 
the cavalry horse have his head, and he:broke into a trot as 
though remembering her promise of rest and food and female 
companionship. 

The gates to her house stood open, and as they turned into 
the long, curving gravel drive the familiar smells, sights, and 
sounds of home began to assault Kate’s senses—the scent of 
magnolia blossoms, the aroma of newly baked bread, singing 
from the washhouse, birds warbling in the trees. 

She was home! And it was good to be here . . . even if home 
was now in enemy territory. 

She slid from the horse’s back and called for Sam, the stable 
boy. He came running from his place in the portico where he 
waited for guests, but when he saw who had arrived, he stopped 
and stared. 

“Miz Kate, is that you? Is that you for real, or is you a 
haunt?” 

“Only the dead come back as haunts, Sam, and I am very 
much alive. Take care of the horse, please. He’s hungry and 
needs rest.” 

Sam backed away a step, his eyes wide. He was the most 
superstitious youngster she had ever known. “But if you is a 
haunt, thet horse, he a haunt, too.” 

“You give this horse oats and he’ll show you how much of a 
ghost he is.” 

“Miz Kate?” quavered another voice, and Kate turned to see 
the old gardener come hobbling toward her. 

Kate went to greet him. “Dear Ephriam, how good to see 
you,” she said, putting an arm around his bent shoulders. “How 
have you been?” 
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Jimmy, the yard. boy, who had been trailing along behind 
carrying the spade and rake, dropped the implements with a 
wild whoop and yelled at the top of his lungs. “Miz Kate is 
back! Miz Kate is back!” 

Scores of blacks came running, crowding around to shake 
Kate’s hand or touch her dress. There were many more than 
she remembered, and seeing her puzzlement, Ephriam ex- 
plained in a hoarse whisper. 

“Them folks jus’ kind of moved in with us ’cause we had food 
and lots of room. They was left to fend for themselves by white 
folks who ran ’way south ’cause they feared the Yankees. Is the 
Yankees comin’ soon, Miz Kate?” 

“T really do not know, Eph. I understand they are only forty 
miles away on the coast, but there is a Rebel army and a lot of 
fortifications between them and the city.” 

“Your mama done told these folks they could stay if they had 
no homes.” Ephriam’s tone implied he did not approve of 
Kate’s mother’s overly generous impulse and was hoping Kate 
would rescind the order and evict the interlopers. 

“She was right,” Kate said. “In times like these, we should 
all heip each other.” And as she said that she thought of Zack. 
Even though he was a Rebel, she would do all she could to help 
him. 
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Kate’s meeting with her mother and aunts went about as she 
expected. Flora and Dora greeted her with kisses and hugs, 
sweet and vague as always, not sure exactly where she had been 
or why she hadn’t come home to attend the latest ball. 

“There were so many handsome young men in uniform,” 
Flora said. “All in gray, oddly enough. They do not wear blue 
much nowadays.” 

“Flora, you have forgotten again that we have a new country 
with new uniforms for the young men,” Dora chastised her. 
“Oh, Kate, you would have loved the galas. It is all so excit- 
ing.” 

They were twins, her father’s younger sisters, and he had 
once remarked that the old jest about twins having only one 
brain between them was true in their case. Now in their late 
forties, they had been great beauties when younger, quintessen- 
tial Southern belles with so many suitors they could never quite 
make up their minds which one to marry and gradually had 
turned into the beings society politely termed “maiden ladies.” 

When Kate had gone to. Washington to serve as social secre- 
tary and hostess for her uncle, her mother had invited the sis- 
ters to come live with her in Richmond, knowing they preferred 
the gaiety and excitement of city life to their quiet country 
existence. She was tolerant of their idiosyncracies and endless 
chatter, glad of their company in the big old house and the 
excuse they gave her to stay active in social circles. 
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Alvina Cameron greeted her daughter warmly but watched 
her warily. She was shrewd enough to see through Kate’s pre- 
tenses. When they were finally alone with a cup of tea, she let 
Kate know it. 

“Do not expect me to believe you have come back because 
you are reconciled to the Confederacy. You could no more ac- 
cept separation from your precious United States than your 
father could if he were still alive. I suppose you are here to 
spread dissension?” 

“No, Mother, I’m afraid-it’s worse than that,” Kate said, 
knowing that in spite of her mother’s opposition, she could 
trust her. “I am a Union spy.” ; 

The older woman turned pale and swallowed hard, then 
shrugged. “Well, what cannot be cured must be endured. For 
my sake, please do not invite any of your colleagues to the 
house and try not to disgrace your aunts and me in front of the 
neighbors.” 

Kate smiled. “I shall not be hanging the American flag on the 
front portico as I would if I were a mere sympathizer, so there 
is a bright side to my being undercover.” 

“Yes, that is a small advantage,” her mother admitted, and 
started toward the stairs. 

“Mother,” Kate called after her, “I may be coming and going 
at all hours and perhaps on occasion will be gone for several 
days at a time.” 

Alvina’s face crumpled in distress. “Oh, dear. . . My 
daughter a spy . . . What would our forefathers think!” 

“They were patriots themselves and probably would be proud 
of me, as proud as they were of Nathan Hale.” 

Her mother stared at her in renewed dismay. “Kate, my dear, 
please do not forget what happened to Nathan Hale.” 

“You really don’t believe that the gentlemen of the South 
would hang a Southern lady,.do you, Mother?” 

Alvina hesitated. “Well, in these times, who knows what 
might happen? I hope those with whom you associate are also 
gentlemen, especially if you expect to mingle with them so- 
cially.” 

“Mother, there is a strong possibility that someday soon, 
whether you like it or not, we may be entertaining in our ball- 
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room officers of a victorious Union Army that has taken Rich- 
mond.” 
“J dread the day,” Mrs. Cameron said, and fied up the stairs. 
Kate sighed. 


Later that day Kate went by Dr. Mason’s to see how Zack 
was. Cheerful and optimistic, the doctor told her. “He’s coming 
right along since the quinine started to take effect. By tomorrow 
you should be able to talk to him, and in a day or so, he'll be 
able to answer formal questions regarding the fighting and how 
he was wounded.” 

Kate thanked him and got back into the carriage, thinking 
about what he had said. Zack would know as well as she did 
that he hadn’t. been wounded in the fighting. What would he tell 
the officers? She’d have to worry about that when she came to 
it, she decided wearily. Now she had to think about getting the 
information she had, the advice Generals Lee and Johnston had 
given Jeff Davis, and the fact that the Anaconda plan was re- 
covered to the Union forces. She also had to get some rest. 

When she got home she collapsed on her bed and was asleep 
before her head hit the pillow. But her rest was disturbed by 
troubling dreams, first of a desperately ill Zack crying out for 
Rose O’Neal, then of Jessie on a scaffold staring at her accus- 
ingly while waiting for the hangman to spring the trapdoor. 

She woke up sweating but chilled and realized she was un- 
covered and the shutters were open. Getting up, she put on a 
nightdress, closed the shutters, and was asleep again by the time 
she climbed into bed and pulled up the quilt. 

The next time she awakened, it was dawn and a bird was 
singing in the tree outside her window, probably a descendant 
of the one who had sung there when as a little girl she had 
sneaked out of the house before breakfast to go for a swim at 
her secret cove. The cove reminded her of Noel, and she won- 
dered where he was now. Dead on some far-flung battlefield, or 
rising rapidly in the Confederate command? Either way, she 
probably would never see him again. He hated her for staying 
with the Union and for defending Zack when he reviled him. 

It was still early when Kate and her mother sat down to 
breakfast, although Kate had taken time for a leisurely hot 
bath. Flora and Dora did not arise until ten at the earliest, so 
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there was no point in waiting for them. As they began to help 
themselves to fried eggs, bacon, and Mindy’s light-as-a-feather 
biscuits, Kate asked, “Where is Noel these days?” 

Alvina Cameron smiled. “I was wondering when you were 
going to ask about Noel. He is on General Jackson’s staff in the 
Shenandoah Valley, I understand, and has risen to the rank of 
major. You should have married him a long time ago, Kate. 
He’s a fine young man, loyal to Virginia, and from a good fam- 
ily.” 

“I'm from a good family, too, Mother, and I love Virginia, 
but the country as a whole has to come before one’s state.” 

Her mother made no comment, but her smile faded. And 
although she pushed the food around on her plate, she seemed 
to have lost her appetite. Kate, on the other hand, ate raven- 
ously. 

- Alvina was finally moved to comment, “Well, at least you do 
not turn your nose up at our good down-home cooking.” 

“Of course not. Mindy has always been an excellent cook,” 
Kate replied, helping herself to another egg. “After the war, 
you and I will have to learn to cook for ourselves when all the 
slaves are free to leave.” 

“But surely they will want to stay with us. What else can 
they do?” 

“Well, Mindy, for one, could become a cook in a fine restau- 
rant. ‘The question is, What will we do?” 

“I thought you might go on being a spy, perhaps be sent to 
England or France or Germany. I assume they pay you well for 
betraying your family and friends.” 

Her sarcasm and bitterness irritated Kate into saying, “I 
would pay for-the privilege of serving my country, especially in 
a cause as righteous as this one.” 

Her mother left the table, shaking her head and muttering 
that the younger generation had no respect for revered institu- 
tions or the opinions of those who went before them. 

“On the contrary, Mother, I have the greatest respect for 
venerable institutions like the Declaration of Independence and 
the Constitution, and also for the opinions of men like Thomas 
Jefferson, John Adams, and Thomas Paine,” Kate called after 
her, and felt rather pleased with herself for getting in the last 
word. 
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Later she was a little ashamed of having been so self-righ- 
teous. After all, her mother had always been very tolerant of 
her husband’s and daughter’s strong views. If she couldn’t ac- 
cept them, she at least had remained silent. Even now, she 
seemed willing to cover up for Kate in spite of strongly disap- 
proving of her ideas and activities. 

When Kate was ready to leave the house, she found Alvina 
sitting in a rocker in the morning room, working on a piece of 
delicate embroidery while she waited for the sisters to come 
downstairs. 

Kate walked over to her. “Mother, I’m sorry. What I’m do- 
ing is important to me, but I shouldn’t be so superior about it.” 

She leaned over to kiss her mother on the cheek and was 
surprised when Alvina dropped the embroidery and clung to 
her. “I know, Kate. . . It’s just that . . . well, you’re right 
about slavery and all that, but I resent the North’s telling us 
what to do, and I do not like your risking your life and the 
family reputation by spying for the Union. Wouldn’t it do just 
as much good if you kept your opinions to yourself and served 
the South like Vice-President Stevens and your uncle? Even 
Sam Houston, after doing everything he could to hold Texas for 
the Union, has accepted the inevitable.” 

Kate sighed and shook her head. Her mother would never 
understand. “I cannot be like them, Mother. I have to take a 
stand like General Scott, Commodore Farragut, Senator John- 
son, and thousands of others.” 

Her mother sniffed and resumed her handwork. “Well, try 
not to betray too many of our boys to their deaths.” 

“I hope nothing I do causes anyone’s death. Unlike John 
Brown, I am not willing to drown the country in blood to free 
the slaves; it can be done some other way.” 

She turned and left the house quickly. They had said all there 
was to say, and she was due at Dr. Mason’s to see how Zack 
was progressing. It would be wonderful if he were fully awake 
and rational. But if he were, how would she explain why she 
had shot him and then told everyone he’d been wounded in the 
fighting around Norfolk and Yorktown? 

When she rang the bell at the doctor’s house, the door was 
opened by his wife, who sometimes acted as nurse and general 
assistant. 
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“Come in, Miss Cameron,” said the motherly gray-haired 
woman, smiling at her. “Captain Benson has been asking for 
you ever since I told him you were the one who brought him 
here.” 

“Then he’s awake and feeling better?” 

“Indeed he is, and becoming very demanding . . . first, to 
see you and then to be given his clothes and permitted to leave. 
He must be anxious to rejoin his unit.” 

“Yes, perhaps so, but surely he’s not well enough for that 
yet.” 

“No, not really. Doctor says it will be several days before he 
can walk or sit a horse, but the malaria has passed, thanks to 
the quinine you smuggled in. And by the way, the medical 
authorities of the city and the military are very grateful to have 
it.” 

“Tm glad it helped,” Kate said. “Perhaps I’d better go right 
on in and see Captain Benson.” 

“Yes, of course.” 

The doctor’s wife led her through the waiting and examining 
rooms.and left her at the door of the six-bed ward beyond. 

Kate hurried to Zack, still wondering what she was going to’ 
tell him. Not knowing about her latest experience with Ian 
Mawson, he probably thought she was a trigger-happy moron 
—or that she was a Union agent. 

Zack was dozing, and she stood looking down at him for a 
moment before saying softly, “Zack, it’s Kate.” . 

His dark, gold-fiecked eyes opened instantly, and his right 
hand flashed out to grab her wrist. “You little idiot! What did 
you think you were doing?” 

“I didn’t know it was you and—” 

“Why did you bring me to Richmond and into this place 
where I’m sure to be arrested and shot!” 

Kate stared at him, bewildered. “Arrested in Richmond? 
What are.you talking about?” 

He glared up at her. “What the hell do you think Iam? .. . 
A bloody Johnny Reb?” - 

“you were in Confederate uniform. What was I supposed 
to think?” 

“That’s what you’ve wanted to think about me from the very 
beginning, isn’t it? You thought that I was a Rebel! That I was 
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planning to betray the Union, betray my oath, and arnuse my- 
self by toying with your affections.” 

“Well, weren’t you? I know for a fact you were having an 
affair with Rose O’Neal Greenhow . . . You went to bed with 
her; you gave her information.” 

“And she ended up in Old Cap! Who the devil do you think 
got the evidence to put her there? Then you had to come along 
and adopt her. Do you think you’re the only good American 
who can pose as a traitor?” 

Kate gasped. “But I thought . . . What were you doing be- 
hind Rebel lines in a gray uniform?” 

“Looking for you. As soon as I heard from the Hartford that 
you and Rose had escaped from the gunrunner before they took 
her and that.your lifeboat had been swamped, I began looking 
for you.” 

“But—but—you—” 

“Why do you think I let you go with Rose that night? ’'d 
already made arrangements for the Hartford to pick up the Sea 
Sprite. Rose had babbled to me about her plans. It’s amazing 
how she talks in the midst of passion. I intended to sweep up 
the gunrunner, Rose, and you in one fell swoop, but no, you 
had to go rushing off with her and—” 

“Rose is dead, Zack. She drown¢d when the. boat was 
swamped and overturned. I tried to save her, but she was swept 
away from me. She really didn’t have a chance because she 
refused to get rid of her clothes and was wearing belts filled 
with gold, quinine, and the stolen Anaconda plan.” 

Zack frowned and shook his head. “I’m sorry she’s dead, but 

. well, Rose was more dangerous than she seemed. She had 
already done the country great harm. Men were daminably sus- 
ceptible to her, particularly senators and generals, and they told 
her things they shouldn’t have.” ~ 

“Her body washed up on the sand spit the next morning,” 
Kate went on. “I found it and took the gold, the quinine, and 
the Anaconda papers.” 

He took her hand in both of his and raised it to his lips. 
“That must have been awfully hard for you to do.” 

“Tt was. In a way, I had grown rather fond of Rose. She loved 
life, but she was so unrealistic. If only she had left the gold 
behind. But I couldn’t convince her . . . I couldn’t even get 
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her to get rid of her clothes when it became obvious we were 
going to be swamped.” 

He squeezed her hand sympathetically. “It wasn’t your fault, 
Kate. Try not to blame yourself. And you did recover the plans, 
and that’s important because all the other copies were de- 
stroyed. There are people in the administration who hated Scott 
and refused to believe in his scheme because they want to 
scourge the South with fire and sword. I know just the man who 
can make use of the plan.” 

“But to get it to him, you have to get out of here.” 

Zack smiled crookedly. “I’ve got to get out of here for more 
reasons than that. The doctor had no choice but to report my 
wound to the authorities, and by now, -I imagine they have 
failed to find me on any of their military rosters. Their records 
are not very complete or accurate, however, so they will not 
depend entirely on that. Officers are coming tomorrow to ques- 
tion me, and it will be impossible for me to fool them. I could 
end up in front of a firing squad unless I can get away before 
then.” 

Kate clutched at his hand in terror. “Oh, Zack, if I had 
known, I would never have brought you here!” 

He sighed. “Well, you didn’t know. How did you happen to 
find me after I was bushwhacked? I was looking for you, and 
you found me.” 

Kate’s spirits suddenly soared. He still didn’t know! He must 
not have seen her as he came galloping through the orchard. 
And if he didn’t know by now, she wasn’t going to tell him 
. . . Well, not now anyway. Maybe after the war when they’d 
been married fifteen or twenty years. 

She smiled at him and said, “It was just good luck, I guess.” 

He reached up and pulled her down so his lips could find 
hers. The ardent caress burned a message and a certainty into 
her: no matter what happened from now on, she would never 
distrust him again. His intimate association with Rose had been 
in the line of duty—he had never loved her. 

When he finally released Kate, she was breathless. “You— 
you're much stronger than you were the last time.” 

He frowned. “The last time? Ah, yes, the night in the hay- 
stack. That was wonderful, but when the fever came on in full 
force, I had a terrible nightmare about Rose trying to escape, 
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‘and the only way I could keep her from going was to make love 
to her over and over again.” 

- So that was why he’d been calling Rose in that seductive 
tone. “We had better put all that aside and start planning how 
we're going to get you out of here,” Kate said hastily. 

“That’s simple. Have my clothes and a horse brought here 
tonight.” 

“T have the cavalry horse I found standing over you and 
brought you here on, but you’re in no condition to ride, and Pl 
have to get civilian clothes to replace the uniform you were 
wearing.” 

“I do not want you involved in this. Just send a servant with 
the horse.” 

“Nonsense. I brought you here and [ll get you out. Pll bring 
a wagon and one of my slaves, and we'll smuggle you out of 
Richmond.” 

“No, you'll get yourself into trouble.” 

“What difference does that make? Do you think I'd care to 
go on living if anything happened to you?” She threw herself at 
him, kissing him with an ardor as demanding and convincing as 
his had been, and he was as breathless as she when she let him 
go. 

“Well . . .” he said in awe, “you certainly are a determined 
wench.” 

“Yes, I am. Now, where do we go once we get away?” 

“The James River. My gunboat is there. She'll be approach- 
ing a rendezvous point every morning until she sees a signal 
from me.” 

“Good. You and the Anaconda plan are practically on the 
way back to Washington.” 

“We and the Anaconda plan,”’.he corrected her. 

She smiled and kissed him. “I'll be here early in the morning. 
Get all the rest you can between now and then.” 





On the way home from the infirmary, Kate asked the driver, 
“Joshua, would you be willing to help me carry out a plan that 
might prove dangerous?” 

“Miz Kate, you knows I do anything for you. Any of us 
would.” 

“It might help the Union to a quicker victory, which would 
free the slaves sooner.” 

“You don’ gotta talk me into it, Miz Kate. Jus’ tell me what 
you needs done and I do it ’fo’ you can blink.” 

“Thank you, Josh. There’s an officer in Dr. Mason’s infir- 
mary who was brought in wearing a Rebel uniform, but he’s not. 
a Confederate soldier; he’s a United States Marine. If he’s found 
out, he’ll be shot.” 

“A spy, huh? You right—he gotta git outa there.” 

“He’s also the man I love, Josh, and he’s been wounded. I 
thought we could pile-hay in a wagon, and you and perhaps one 
other man could take him through the Rebel lines to the James 
River where a Union gunboat will be waiting to pick him up. 
Pll go along, too, because I have information to pass along to 
the Union forces, but I’ll be coming back.” 

-Joshua glanced over his shoulder at her. “You a spy, too, Miz 
Kate? Well, I be doggone, ain’t that something? Course I he’p 
you, and I know jus’ the boy to go "long—Seth. He no count in 
de fields, but he smart, he hate slavery, and he worship de 
groun’ you walks on.” 
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“Well, make sure he knows how dangerous it is. And, Josh, if 
we are discovered and captured, you are both to swear you 
didn’t know where we were going and were just following my 
orders.” 

“But what about you, Miz Kate?” 

“They won’t do much to me, but they might do awful things 
to you and Seth if they suspect you are up to more than obeying 
your mistress’s orders.” 

“Yes’m, but it seem like we squirmin’ out of it and leavin’ you 
on de hook.” 

“Well, you’re not. Remember, we are dealing with men who 
consider themselves gentlemen, who are almost stupidly chival- 
rous toward women of their own class, but who act like savages 
where colored folks or poor white trash are concerned.” 

Joshua nodded solemnly. “Yes’m, I knows that, bettah than 
‘you maybe.” 

_ “I’m sure you do, so forget about protecting me except with 
your silence.” 

“Yes’m.”” 


Kate was up well before dawn the next morning. It was 
chilly, but knowing it would warm up later in the day, she 
dressed in a chic new green riding outfit made of a lightweight 
broadcloth known as lady’s cloth. It was a shade that matched 
her eyes and was very becoming. Underneath the skirt, she 
wore pantaloons of a slightly darker green and one starched 
white petticoat. The jacket was cut like a bodice, fitted around 
the waist, and had a little wedge-shaped tail, called a postilion 
back, riding out over the skirt. It buttoned up the front with 
gold buttons and was worn over a white cloth chemisette. The 
slightly full sleeves were plain and came to the wrist. Kate liked 
the look of the very full skirt but considered it impractical be- 
cause it had to be looped or held up when she walked. Elastic- 
sided ankle boots of soft kid were worn with the outfit, and a 
top hat wrapped in a green chiffon veil to protect her complex- 
ion from the sun lent the finishing touch. 

She debated saying good-bye to her mother but decided 
against it, leaving instead a noncommittal but, hopefully, reas- 
suring note propped up in. plain sight on her dressing table. 
Tiptoeing downstairs, she left by the side door nearest the sta- 
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bles. Her favorite mare, Starr, had been saddled and was stomp- 
ing and snorting, impatient to be off. Zack’s saddle and trap- 
pings for his stallion were in the wagon bed under the hay. Kate 
hadn’t been sure she should take the big chestnut because of the 
brand on his flank, but she knew that a lot of horses in the 
South had been seized or captured in the fighting and thought 
no one would question one more. 

Seth and Joshua were already up on the driver’s seat, and the 
cavalry horse was tied to the rear of the wagon. Kate mounted 
up and they started down the drive. 

“Be very quiet as we approach the doctor’s place,” she cau- 
tioned Josh. “We'll leave the horses and wagon a block away 
and go on foot from there. Be prepared to carry Captain Benson 
back to the wagon.” 

The house was dark when they approached. “I think there’s 
an outside door into the infirmary,” Kate whispered, “but 
there’s probably a lock on it.” 

“Don’ worry "bout no locks, Miz Kate,” Seth said, showing 
her a pair of cutting tongs and an iron rod. “I kin take care of 
any ole lock with these.” 

“But can you do it quietly?” 

“Quiet as a field mouse in a barn full of hungry cats,” he 
assured her. 

True to his word, he made short work of the lock on the side 
door of the medical treatment unit. They entered and seconds 
later were in the small ward where Zack lay in bed. A small 
whale oil night lamp was burning in a corner, and by its faint 
glow, Kate made her way to Zack and touched his shoulder. 

He was awake instantly. “Yes, who is it? Oh . . . Kate.” 

“Shh! I brought two men with me who can be trusted.” 

“What about clothes?” 

“TI have an old civilian suit of my father’s in the wagon as 
well as a uniform he wore to militia turnouts until the year of 
his death. It’s close enough to what is being worn today to get 
you by.” 

“You seem to have thought of everything.” 

Kate grinned. “Even food. Mindy packed a basket for us.” 

He sat up on the side of the bed and tried to stand. “T think I 
can walk.” 

“We'd better not chance it,” she said, draping a blanket 
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around him and gesturing the two blacks forward. “Pick him 
up and let’s go. I want to be out of the city by dawn.” 

Josh and Seth carried Zack out, and Kate closed the door 
and hung the lock back in place, turning it so that it seemed 
untouched unless examined closely. 

No one was abroad yet except a pair of inquisitive dogs who 
tagged after them for a short way but soon went chasing after a 
large leaf skittering down the street in the breeze. 

Richmond in early morning was more like a small provincial 
town than the capital of a nation at war, Kate thought, then 
started with fear at the sudden sound of galloping horses. But it 
was only a patrol of Tennessee cavalry heading out of town, and 
they paid no attention to a lady overseeing slaves carrying her 
husband to a wagon. It was none of their business, and only the 
gallant sweep of the officer’s hat as they passed Kate gave any 
indication they had even noticed. 

When they reached the wagon and Zack had been helped into 
it, Kate showed him her father’s old uniform, a blue coat 
slightly too long to be in style and light blue trousers. Tt was 
little different from uniforms being worn by half a dozen regi- 
ments of either side except for a tiny US, only distinguishable at 
close quarters, on the epaulets and collar. 

-“If you are taken now, it will not be in Confederate uni- 
form.” 

“That won’t do me much good if I’m accused of being a spy.” 

She handed him the Colt she had taken from Ian and whis- 
pered that she had a pepperbox strapped to her thigh. 

Then she turned to Joshua. “Take the road toward our plan- 
tation on the James, please. That will give us a perfect excuse if 
we are stopped by a patrol, and we can head down river later. I 
want to be beyond the city limits before first light, so drive as 
fast as you can without attracting attention.” 

“Yes’m, like the wind—but a slow, quiet wind.” 

Zack dressed quickly and nodded at the chestnut. “I could 
ride, you know. Up on old Corporal, I could be at the James in 
ten hours.” 

Kate shook her head. “It may take us longer, but it will be 
safer and surer. You’re not up to riding, not even on that won- 
der horse of yours.” 

“The lady’s probably right, fella,’ Zack said to the horse and 
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scratched its ears before lying down and letting Kate cover him 
with hay. “Funny how I got that horse. He was a prisoner of 
war but escaped when he saw the John Paul Jones on the river. 
He came whinnying along the bank after the colors and we 
couldn’t shake him, so.we had to land a boat and take him on 
board. And there’s no place on a gunboat for a horse, not even a 
well-behaved one like Corporal. But he sure came in handy 
later.” 

“He certainly helped me with you on the way to Richmond. 
And that rainy night, he kept us both warm and dry.” 

“I have to admit I wasn’t aware of his presence at all. I 
thought we were alone under that haystack.” 

Kate hoped the veil would keep him from seeing her blush. 
“No, Corporal was right there to chaperone us the whole time.” 

“A well-trained cavalry horse will do a lot of things,” Zack 
went on, his eyes dancing as he caught her hand and kissed the 
palm, “but he obviously failed as a chaperone.” 

Kate mounted Starr, Josh flicked the whip over the team, and 
they were soon rolling out of town, heading down a country 
road. An hour after sunup, they began passing-other travelers, 
but no one gave more than a glance to the lady on horseback 
accompanying two slaves to her plantation for supplies for her 
house in town. 

“I wish you could see Green Acres,” Kate said to the pile of 
hay in the wagon. “It really is beautiful.” 

“I’m sure it is, but ex-riverboat captains do not mingle so- 
cially with great ladies who own plantations, much less marry 
them.” 

“But war heroes do. And the lady will probably lose her 
plantation along with everything else by the time the war is 
over. Plantations cannot exist without slavery; without free la- 
bor it is economically unfeasible.” 

“Miz Kate, don’ you talk thet way. You knows we keep 
workin’ for you, no matter what,” Josh protested. 

' But Seth remained quiet, and he was probably closer to rep- 
resenting the majority opinion, Kate thought. The older slaves, 
like Josh and Mindy, would stay on, but the young and ambi- 
tious, like Seth and Jessie, would go out and make their own 
way in the world. 3 

Thinking about Mindy reminded Kate they hadn’t eaten 
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breakfast and Zack needed food, so she suggested they stop and 
sample the contents of the big wicker basket hidden under the 
driver’s seat. 

“This is marvelous,” Zack said when they had pulled into a 
grove of trees and were enjoying biscuits and fried chicken. 
“Nothing like this in the Marines.” 

“That’s too bad,” Kate teased. “I was thinking of ais 
and asking to serve on that gunboat of yours.’ 

Zack’s eyes laughed into hers. “Well, I’m afraid we’re not 
taking lady recruits, although I have to admit you’d look stun- 
ning in a tight pair of britches.” 

“Zack!” she answered as though scandalized, glad to see he 
was feeling well enough to turn her joke into one on her. 

They had been back on the road for an hour when they ran 
into a patrol of First Virginia Cavalry. Seeing the troop coming, 
Kate rode close to the side of the wagon to pile more hay on 
Zack and warn him to stay still. 

A young captain signaled for Josh to stop the wagon, and as 
Kate rode forward he said, “Good morning, ma’am. May I 
trouble you to see your pass?” 

Kate batted her long lashes at him in her best Southern belle 
manner. “Why, goodness me, Colonel, why would a lady be 
needin’ a pass to go to her own plantation?” 

The young man smiled at her, his eyes lighting up. “I’m only 
a captain, ma’am, and you really ought to have a pass.” 

“Just to go get supplies and check on my overseer?” She 
raised the veil and focused her limpid green eyes on his boyish 
face. 

“Well . . . yes, ma’am, strictly speaking.” He seemed a bit 
overwhelmed by the delicate beauty of her ivory skin, her pout- 
ing coral lips, her golden hair. “You . . . you have a planta- 
tion in this area?” 

“I most certainly do, but it’s down the road a piece. It’s 
called Green Acres. Perhaps you have seen it?” 

“Oh, yes, I have,” the captain beamed, any suspicion he 
might have had laid to rest. “I ee know the name of the family 
who owns it.” 

“The Camerons, you mean. Well, sir, I am Miss Kate Cam- 
eron.” 

“Ah, yes, of course. Well, I see no reason why you shouldn’t 
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go on to Green Acres, Miss Cameron. I suppose you will be 
bringing back fresh food.” He looked a little wistful. “The folks 
in the city could sure use that and, to tell you the truth, so 
could the Army.” ; 

Kate thought fast. “Captain, we had a picnic basket prepared 
for our trip, and there are a couple pieces of chicken and a few 
biscuits left. It’s not enough for your whole company, but if you 
will ride on with us a little way, I will be glad to give it to you. 
And if you and your men are still here when we return, I will 
bring something else for all of you.” 

“That’s very kind of you, Miss Cameron.” He called to his 

men that he would be back in a few minutes and rode beside her 
around a bend in the road. 
Seth had wrapped the leftovers in a napkin, and he now 
passed it to Kate. She handed it to the officer, who thanked her 
and added, “My name is Bret Barnes, and I’m from Peters- 
burg.” 

“Well, Captain Barnes, leave your card at the house when 
you’re in Richmond and come see me, you hear?” 

She waved as they moved on, leaving him-to enjoy his treat, 
and when they were far enough away that he couldn’t hear, 
Zack pushed the hay off his face, chuckling, “You’re a natural 
at this, Kate. I think he-would have escorted you clear to Wash- 
ington if you had asked him to.” 

Kate laughed and pulled the veil down again to shield her 
face. “I didn’t think of it, but that might have been the ideal 
solution.” 


A couple of hours later, they ran into real trouble. Seth saw it 
coming and turned his head to call softly, “Cavalry comin’, Miz 
Kate.” 

“That ain’t no cavalry,” Josh said. “Them’s Mosby’s men 
from out West.” 

“If they’re Mosby’s, they’re murderous guerrillas,” Zack 
warned. “When we catch them, we hang them, and I’m sure 
they’d do the same to me.” 

“Then stay down and keep covered,” Kate hissed. 

A company of about thirty horsemen was approaching. 
Dressed in mismatched remnants of uniforms of both South 
and North, the riders wore civilian hats, and instead of regula- 
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tion swords and pistols, they carried rifles, carbines, and shot- 
guns. 

A heavily bearded, coarse-looking fellow wearing captain’s 
bars was in the lead. Ignoring Kate, he grabbed the bridles of 
the wagon horses and yanked them to a halt, demanding, 
“Where you niggers goin’?” 

“They are going where I tell them,” Kate replied evenly, 
riding out in front of the wagon to confront him. “Who are 
you?” 

The bearded lout looked her over insolently, unimpressed by 
her haughty manner and obvious breeding. “Capt. Jared Fraser, 
Third Missouri Cavalry. Who the hell are you?” 

“Miss Kate Cameron of Green Acres plantation—where 
we're going.” 

“I got orders to close this road. There’s Union gunboats on 
the river and Union patrols not twenty miles away. You got a 
pass signed by someone in authority?” 

“J have no pass and I do not need one to return to my own 
home.” 

“I don’t know shit about you or your home. All I know is 
that the Third Missouri has orders to close this road tighter’n a 
cork in a bottle, and that’s what I’m gonna do.” 

Playing lady of the manor wasn’t going to work with this 
ruffian, so Kate thrust her chin out and adopted a more aggres- 
sive manner. “And you are claiming that this band of ragtag 
wretches are the Third Missouri? That the Confederacy is re- 
duced to depending on dregs of humanity like this? Well, all I 
can say is, you and they are a disgrace to the gentlemen of the 
South.” 

“Lissen here, you ain’t gonna get nowhere snootin’ it up with 
me. Either you produce a pass or I’m takin’ the lot of you to the 
provost marshal right now.” 

“Please do! And when I see Varina and President Davis on 
my return to Richmond, I hope I can give them a more favor- 
able report on his behavior than on yours.” 

The man’s face turned dark red with rage, and even though 
mention of the President’s wife in such a familiar way may have 
impressed him, he wasn’t the kind to give in because of it. “You 
got a pass, you can go through,” he growled. “If you ain’t, we 
go talk to the provost marshal.” 
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Kate had shot her best bolt and failed. With Zack hiding in 
the wagon, she couldn’t let them escort her to the provost mar- 
shal. Of course, she could ride close to Fraser, pretend to plead, 
pull the pepperbox, and. . . 

. The sound of cavalry approaching came from behind them, 
and looking back, Kate saw the men were Confederate Regu- 
lars. The figure of the leader seemed faintly familiar, although 
she couldn’t be sure because of the dust the horses were raising. 
But whether she knew him or not, at least he would be an 
Officer and a gentleman instead of a guttersnipe like Fraser. 

But before the Regulars were within hailing distance, total 
disaster struck. 

One of the guerrillas who happened to have a sword—one he 
had most likely stolen—started to poke suspiciously at the hay 
in the wagon, and Zack let out a startled yelp as its point 
stabbed through his pants leg and grazed his thigh. Immedi- 
ately three guerrillas leapt into the wagon and dragged Zack, 
struggling and fighting, up onto his feet. 

“Lookee what we found, Cap’n,” one of them said. “Looks. 
like the wench was tryin’ to smuggle a deserter to safety.” 

“Hey, no wonder this uppity lady didn’t have no pass,”’ Fra- 
ser said. “I wouldn’t be surprised if we don’t get medals for 
bringin’ this pair to the hangman, boys.” 

Kate went for the pepperbox, but Fraser saw the quick move- 
ment and grabbed her by the arm, yanking her half off her horse 
and knocking the gun from her hand. 

“Let go of her, you lout, or Pll. . .” Zack shouted and tried 
to lunge forward, only to have a pistol barrel smashed into his 
face, which sent him reeling back into the arms of his captors. 

Kate was still struggling with the captain, and now he 
yanked her completely out of the saddle and halfway across his, 
ripping her green jacket at the shoulder and slapping her hard 
across the face twice, leaving red fingerprints on her cheeks. He 
cursed as she bit him, sinking her teeth in deeply. 

“Why, you dirty little bitch, I ought to kill you! I ought to 
haul you off in the woods and Tape your ass off, slice your 
throat open, and tell em that’s the way I found you. Fact is, 
that’s just what J—” 

In his fury, Fraser hadn’t noticed the arrival of the cavalry 
patrol, which was led by an officer in the uniform of a major. 
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“Fraser, you bloody-minded fool, let go of that lady!” the 
major roared. “What the hell are you up to?” 

The guerrilla leader and his men turned to stare and found 
themselves surrounded by fifty dusty but neatly uniformed 
Regulars with their carbines out and leveled. 

Reluctantly the thuggish Fraser let go of Kate, and she sank 
back into her saddle, adjusting her torn jacket and rubbing her 
burning cheeks, partly so the Regular officer could see with his 
own eyes how she had been treated. 

Then she looked over her shoulder directly at him. 

“Noel? Noel Philips!” What had seemed like a miraculous 
rescue suddenly seemed to turn into a situation every bit as 
dangerous as being in the hands of the guerrillas. Noel would 
know about Zack’s spying and probably would suspect her in- 
volvement. She had to think and think fast. 

“Kate?” Noel spurred his horse forward through the guerril- 
las, forcing them aside as he rode up to her. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“Oh, Noel, I’ve never been so glad to see anyone in my life!” 
she exclaimed, holding out both hands to him and smiling. 

“T’ll tell you what she’s doin’ here, Major,” Fraser snarled. 
“The wench was tryin’ to smuggle her deserter lover through 
the lines.” 

“Shut up, you swine!” Noel’s handsome face turned red with 
rage. “Don’t you know quality when you see it? You were treat- 
ing her like one of your diseased camp followers! How dare you 
lay a hand on a Virginia lady?” 

“I dared ’cause it’s my duty, Major,” Fraser declared righ- 
teously. “Like I said, she had that fella hidden in the hay 
ange 

Noel y was going to recognize Zack the instant he looked at 
him and draw the right conclusions. To keep Noel’s attention 
focused on herself, Kate spoke up quickly. 

“I was carrying this wounded officer, a friend of mine . . . a 
friend of yours, too, Noel . . . to Green Acres to recuperate 
when this bandit stopped us. A Captain Barnes and his patrol of 
the First Virginia had already let us pass.” 

Noel turned and looked Zack full in the face, and Kate could 
tell by his slight change of expression that he knew which side 
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Zack was on. Her heart sank. There was no chance now that he 
would let them pass . . . Or was there? 

“Zack” Noel nodded noncommittally—‘*were you wounded 
in the peninsula fighting?” 

“Yes, Noel. I’m glad to see you. You'll take care of Kate, 
won't you?” 

“Of course.” 

Neither mentioned Zack’s fate, and their attitude infuriated 
Kate. Did they really think they could handle this by abiding by 
their military code, observing the so-called rules of war? Did 
they expect her to stand by and meekly follow their arrange- 
ments? They were leaving her out of the decision making, dis- 
posing of her future as they saw fit, and she wasn’t going to 
stand for it! There had to be something she could do. 

“That man was planning to rape me!’’ Kate blurted out. “He 
said he was going to drag me off into the woods and rape me 
and then slit my throat and tell the authorities he had found me 
dead. He said I was helping this officer to desert. Noel, you can 
see that Zack was wounded, but this beastly creature ignored 
that because he wanted to carry out his dastardly scheme!” 

Noel turned on the captain in a fury, and the man seemed to 
suddenly realize how his threat could be used against him and 
began looking for a way out. “She bit me, Major,” he said 
defensively. 

“I certainly did when he tried to rip off my clothes!” Kate 
retorted hotly, showing Noel the damaged shoulder of her 
jacket. 

“Fraser, I ought to hang you on the spot!” Noel snapped. “I 
was sent after you to prevent this very type of thing. General 
Jackson had no sooner detached you from the Army of the 
Shenandoah than he began to have second thoughts about trust- 
ing you in the east. He was correct to doubt you. You and your 
kind are patently incapable of fighting in a civilized manner. I 
ought to hang the lot of you, but for some reason, Mosby values 
you and General Lee does need scouts. So I—” 

“Don’t bother with him, Noel,” Kate broke in. She didn’t 
want to be called before a board of officers at Fraser’s court 
martial; she only wanted to get away. “Just arrange for me to 
take Zack to Green Acres where he can be cared for properly.” 

Noel looked at her and she saw-a shadow cross his face at her 
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open concern for Zack. Did he know the truth? About Zack, 
almost certainly, but about her? That was still in doubt. And 
what would he do if he did? Would old friendship triumph over 
duty or . . . Kate could only hold her breath and wait. 

Noel turned back to the guermnilla leader. “You're not sup- 
posed to be on this road, Fraser! You were ordered to patrol the 
Newport News road, were you not?” 

Fraser shrugged. “Yeah, but there weren’t nuthin’ goin’ on 
there, and one of my scouts came in and reported seein’ this 
wagon with niggers and a white woman along here, and I 
thought we better have a look.” 

“Well, for-your information, Captain, Union cavalry has been 
reported on the Newport News road, and their army may be 
striking this way toward Richmond. And while you were busy 
molesting this lady, God only knows what has been happening 
over there. I’m going to see that you face a court martial if it’s 
the last thing I do.” 

“Please, Noel, can’t we just go on? I’m afraid this trip has 
already been too much for Zack.” 

His azure eyes stared into her green ones, and he leaned 
closer so only she could hear him. “So it’s Zack you love? I 
guess it has been ever since you met him, hasn’t it?” 

Kate sucked in her breath. Would jealousy make him harm 
Zack? “Yes, it’s Zack.” He deserved that much truth. “And it 
always will be, Noel.” 

He expelled a long breath as though he’d been holding it. 
“Well, Captain Barnes is coming up behind me, and I’m going 
to fall out some of his men under my command and take Fraser 
to headquarters where I will prefer charges as soon as I return 
from scouting out the Newport News road. I’m afraid you and 
Zack will have to go with Barnes, Kate, to prefer attempted 
assault charges against Fraser.” : 

“Please, Noel, that isn’t as important as getting Zack to a 
bed. Let the charges go for now. Wouldn’t it be better for you to 
take your full force to the Newport News road? Compared with 
the war, this incident is of little importance.” 

“Tt is not an insignificant matter, Kate,” Noel insisted stiffly. 
“Tf the gentlemen of the South do not insist on the rabble main- 
taining proper respect, all we are fighting for will be lost.” 

Evidently Noel was going to follow military regulations to 
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the letter. He wasn’t going to voice any suspicions he might 
have; he would simply let the authorities look at all the facts. 
She couldn’t permit that to happen, Kate decided. It would be 
fatal for Zack. No, she had a better chance with only Noel to 
pass judgment. She’d have to depend on his lifelong love for her 
—she had nothing else to depend on. 

She leaned closer to him and took his hand in hers again. 
“Noel, there are reasons why neither Zack nor I can return to 
Richmond. I think you can figure out what they are, and you 
must know that you will be sentencing him to death if you send 
us back.” 

Noel didn’t look surprised, only deeply distressed. He had 
once told her that there was a special bond between himself and 
Zack because Zack had saved his life, but he had never shown 
much liking for him. That wasn’t strange since they had come 
from such totally different backgrounds and held such com- 
pletely different beliefs. But Noel loved her. Now she had 
placed a burden on that love, and she regretted the necessity for 
doing it. But in light of the sheer life-and-death nature of this 
dilemma, she had been forced to do it. 

“T have to get Zack through, Noel.” 

“Kate, you can’t ask this of me. I’ll see that nothing happens 
to you, and I’m sure Captain Barnes will, too, but Zack will 
have to take his chances. He knew right from the start what he 
was getting into.” 

“I love him, Noel . . . more than life itself,” she whispered. 
“Please help us, Noel.” 

She could see the pain and irresolution on his face, and 
watching him struggle with deep emotions was painful, but she 
couldn’t make his decision easy by withdrawing her request. 
She loved Zack too much for that, and without Zack, lifé wasn’t 
worth living. 

Noel sat slumped in his saddle for several minutes, which 
seemed like an eternity to Kate. And the longer he sat, the surer 
she was that she had lost her gamble. She had to grab the 
pommel of her saddle to keep from falling apart when he finally 
raised his head, his full lips twisting into a wry halfhearted grin. 

“Good luck, Kate . . . and Zack, too,” he said simply, then 
turned his horse and raised his gloved right hand. 

“Let this wagon pass through the files, Captain Peters!” he 
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shouted to his second in command. “Then move the men out. 
Keep the guerrillas ahead of us. We’re going to the Newport 
News road double time!” 

“Good-bye, Noel . . . Good-bye!” Kate called as the lines 
of gray-clad horsemen started forward with Fraser glaring at 
her as they passed by. 

“He must love you a great deal,” Zack observed when the 
wagon was rolling down the road again. “I don’t think he ever 
liked me much. He only saved me because of you.” 

“I hope he’s all right,” Kate said, blinking away tears. “I 
hope he comes through the war safe and sound and finds a nice 
Southern girl who will make him the kind of wife he can. be 
proud of.” 

“He'll never: find one as good or as beautiful as you, Kate.” 

“You shut up and lie down,” she ordered him. “Save your 
strength for the rest of the journey.” 

“Kate, I really think I’d better ride. If we stay on this road, 
we're going to keep running into patrols, and we won’t have 
another Barnes or Noel to get us through.” 

“I think you’re right. Josh and Seth can go on to Green 
Acres while we strike out down river on horseback. But are you 
strong enough for that?” 

Josh had stopped the wagon, and they were all looking anx- 
iously at Zack. , 

“Til be all right,” he assured them. “Untie Corporal and 
bring him over here where I can slide onto him. He’ll do the 
rest.” 

Seth jumped down and unfastened the rope that held the 
horse, then saddled him quickly as Zack handed him the gear. 

When that was done, Zack slid along to the end of the wagon 
bed, and Corporal stood like a statue while he worked a foot 
into a stirrup and swung over into the saddle. 

“Are you sure you're all right?” Kate asked, handing him her 
father’s flat light blue cap to cover the bandage on his head. 
Zack nodded, but he was pale and a bit unsteady. 

Joshua reached under the driver’s seat. “I got something for 
you, Miz Kate. Your mama done tole me to give you these. She 
figured you’d be leavin’ and guessed what you was up to.” 

Kate stared in wonder at her father’s old sword and dragoon 
pistol from his days in the Mexican War and on the frontier as 
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she handed them to Zack. “My mother amazes me. She makes 
no secret of the fact that she doesn’t approve of what I’m doing 
and yet she sends you my father’s sword.” 

“I may need it before this is finished,” Zack said as he 
strapped it in place. “Please thank Mrs. Cameron for me, Josh, 
until I'can do so in person.” 

“Yessah, I sho’ will,” Josh replied. “You and Miz Kate take 
care.” 

“We will,” Kate promised as Seth climbed up beside the older 
black man, who clucked to the horses and started them down 
the road. 

- Kate and Zack wasted no time riding off into the woods, 
heading southeast until the river came into sight, then parallel 
to it for about an hour. 

“We have miles and miles to go to the rendezvous point,” 
Zack informed her when they paused for a brief rest.-““The John 
Paul Jones will drop down river during the day and come back 
at dawn.” 

“It has been at least a week since you left your men there. 
How can you be sure they'll still be following that pattern?” 

“Because those were the orders.I gave the master’s mate, who 
is in command while I’m ashore, and he would not disobey a 
direct order. There is also a Marine lieutenant with a twenty- 
man contingent on board and, impatient by nature though he is, 
he was present when the order was given and wouldn’t dare 
suggest they deviate from it.” 

“T see. Well, I don’t think we can make it in the ten hours you 
said you could do it in, but that’s not really necessary, is it? 
What time will they start looking for you?” 

“They'll be there at dawn and watch for my semaphore from 
shore until eight o’clock before dropping back downstream.” 

Kate nodded. “Fine. We’ll make it by then. Shall we ride for 
a couple more hours, then rest while we eat the lunch packed in 
our saddlebags?” 3 

Zack nodded. “Let’s get going. I’m feeling stronger all the 
time.” 

He did seem better than when they started—he had more 
color in his cheeks and he was more alert and sitting straighter 
in the saddle. She thought he looked very handsome in the 
faded uniform and cap. 
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He took the lead and she kept close behind him. They rode 
silently and steadily until the sun filtering through the trees was 
directly overhead. Then they stopped in a small clearing and sat 
on fallen logs while they munched on cheese and buttered 
bread, drank water from their canteens, and finished off with a 
tiny cherry tart. The exercise had sharpened their appetites and 
they spoke little as they ate. This was not the time for personal 
emotions, so they held them in abeyance, saving their strength 
for the long ride still ahead. 

The horses grazed and drank, and Kate gave each a sugar 
cube from a small tin she had stashed in her reticule. 

Shortly after they started riding again, they had to pass 
through a section of woods heavy with underbrush, and picking 
their way through it, slowed them considerably. Once clear of 
it, they picked up speed again and pressed on steadily all after- 
noon. 

About two hours after sunset, Kate insisted they stop for a 
while. Zack looked so tired that she was worried. But knowing 
he wouldn’t accept that as a reason, she pretended it was she 
who needed to rest and suggested that if they ate at the same 
time, it would ‘save time in the long run: They were passing 
through rocky terrain and easily found a large flat stone to 
spread the napkins that held more buttered bread, hard-boiled 
eggs, and an apple each. 

Kate ate slowly to prolong the rest period. When they were 
finished, they followed the sound of gurgling water to a.natural 
spring that spilled its clear sparkling liquid into a rocky basin. 
They replenished the contents of their canteens, let the horses 
have a long drink, and then were off again. 

About an hour and a half later, Corporal gave a strange little 
whinny, and Zack’s head snapped around to peer in all direc- 
tions. “I think we’re being followed,” he said softly to Kate. 
“Corporal senses another horse nearby.” 

“Are you sure it’s not just Starr?” 

“No, he’s used to her. It’s a strange horse—maybe more than 
one. I think Corporal was an Indian fighter at one time, trained 
to give warning of sneak attacks.” 

Kate smiled. “I think you attribute too many abilities to 
him.” 
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Zack shook his head. “I’ve heard stories from old cavalrymen 
about horses who did such things.” 

“If there are other horses nearby, why didn’t they answer 
him?” 

“It wasn’t that kind of whinny.” 

“Well, I don’t know what we can do about it except ride on. 
There are only two of us, and we can’t separate and go looking 
for trouble in the dark.” 

They had come out onto the river bank, and Zack looked 
back to see if anyone had trailed them out into the open. “I 
hope whoever it is hasn’t laid a trap for us and the Jones. But 
you’re right: we have to keep going. We still have about twenty 
miles to cover, and it’s slower going at night.” 

Nervous and apprehensive, they pressed on as fast as they 
could until the first rosy hint of dawn appeared in the east. 

Zack pointed. “That promontory straight up ahead is where 
we're going, but now I’m wondering if we dare signal the 
Jones.” 

“You think we’re still being followed?” 

“IT don’t know,” Zack said, scratching Corporal’s ears, “but 
this fellow thinks so, and he’s got senses that go far beyond 
ours.” 

“Oh, Zack, he’s only a horse.” 

“Yes, but as you discovered, he can do things no other horse 
can.” He looked up at the sky. “We have about forty minutes 
until dawn. Why don’t we ride on out onto the promontory 
where we can lie in ambush and see who comes riding in?” 

They reached their destination in less than half an hour. 
Looking out at the James bathed in first light, they saw no sign 
of the gunboat. 

“Could something have happened to her?” Kate asked anx- 
iously. 

Zack frowned down at the empty expanse of water. “There 
ought to be some sign of her by now. I told the master’s mate 
and the Marine lieutenant that I was bringing a Union agent 
back with me and they were to wait for us.” 

He moved stiffly as he slid off Corporal. “Let’s take cover and 

- wait awhile.” 

He led the horses behind a clump of bushes. Corporal lay 

down on command, but it took some persuasion and a threat- 
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ened nip from the chestnut to get Starr to lie down beside him. 
Zack and Kate crouched behind a large rock, Zack drawing the 
Colt and placing the dragoon sword beside him. 

There was still no sign of the Jones at the end of twenty 
minutes, nor of anyone who might have been following them. It 
was full light now with the sun rising, round and orange, behind 
them. 

“IT seem to have been wrong—” Zack paused in midsentence 
as a tall figure leading a horse came into sight about a hundred 
yards away. 

Kate gasped. “My God! It’s Ian Mawson! I left him tied up 
on the sand spit in his underclothes. Later I sent the Ward 
family to collect and deliver him to one of the blockading 
ships.” 

“Well, let’s finish him off this time,” Zack said as he cocked 
the Colt and started to stand. 

Corporal whinnied warningly just before a voice spoke from 
directly behind them. “Not so fast there, Mister Spy. We got 
you covered with a dozen carbines. Drop that gun real fast or 
you’re gonna find yourself real dead.” 

They both recognized Fraser’s voice as they turned and saw 
him with a party of guerrillas at his back. 

“Where’s Major Philips?” Kate demanded. “How did you 
get away from him? He was taking you back where you be- 
longed, on the Newport News road.” 

“Yeah, he started to, but when he rode on ahead, we ducked 
away from that there captain he left in charge. Then I come 
across that there English fella, and he told me he’d been fol- 
lowin’ a female Union spy ever since she left him trussed up on 
the beach to’ drown.” 

Mawson came bounding toward them, grinning trium- 
phantly. “Ah, the beautiful but dangerous Miss Cameron and 
her cohort, Capt. Zachary Benson, caught red-handed in pos- 
session of the stolen Anaconda plan meant to destroy the Con- 
federacy.” 

“Let’s not do too much jawin’,” Fraser snapped. “That there 
gunboat that’s been hanging ’round these waters might come 
back any minute.” 

“Waiting for our friends, no doubt,” Mawson guessed. “Put a 
couple of men to watch for it while we deal with this pair.” 
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Fraser grinned widely. “We ain’t gonna turn ’em over to the 
authorities?” 

“And let the gentlemanly Confederates turn dear Kate loose 
because she’s a member of their class? No, sir . . . This little 
affair we handle our way.” 

“Glad to hear it,” Fraser gloated. “I promised this bitch I’d 
get her when she gave me trouble on the road back there.” 

“If the Union doesn’t catch and hang you for this,” Zack 
spoke up, “the Confederacy will get you for murder.” 

“Don’t concern yourself with that, old chap. Your bodies 
won't be found until long after we’re gone. The tide will start to 
turn in an hour or so, and it will wash you right out into Chesa- 
peake Bay or far out to sea.” 

Fraser licked his thick lips in anticipation. “How we gonna 
do it?” 

“Send your men back out of sight to lie in ambush in case the 
gunboat shows up,” Mawson said. “Keep only one here to hold 
our horses and theirs.” 

‘He waited until Fraser had done as instructed before continu- 
ing. “Now, let’s enjoy ourselves. Since I have known the lady 
longer and been frustrated by her scheming oftener, I get her 
first. P11 search her for the plans and the gold she stole from a 
dead woman, then strip her and take my pleasure before turn- 
ing her over to you. After you have had her, slit her throat. Pll 
take care of the captain and we’ll dump the bodies during high 
tide.” 

“That’s fine with me,” Fraser agreed, drawing his bowie 
knife. “I ain’t lookin’ fer no virgin. But I’m not gonna just slit 
‘her throat. I’m gonna hack her to pieces while she’s alive and 
can feel it.” 

Mawson pretended to shiver. “My, you are a savage, aren’t 
you? But I don’t blame you with this one. While you’re toying 
with her and the captain here is listening to her cries of agony, 
Pll kill him. When it’s all over, we'll deliver the Anaconda plan 
and report that two spies were killed trying to escape.” 

“Just don’t report it to Captain Barnes of the First Virginia. 
He’s stuck on her. And so’s that Major Philips.” 

“We'll go well above them, old boy. Perhaps to your Colonel 
Mosby.” 

Fraser grinned. “Yeah, Mosby will understand. Here, you get 
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started, your lordship.” He pushed Kate toward the English- 
man, then stuck his carbine in Zack’s back to keep him from 
trying to protect her. : 

Kate’s hand darted toward the pepperbox, but Mawson 
caught her arm and pinned it behind her. “Not this time, you 
teasing slut! I do not get taken in by the same trick twice.” 

Kate was terrified, but she turned her eyes on Zack, trying to 
express a lifetime of love in the few moments she had left. 

“Come along,” Mawson ordered, starting to drag her off into 
the bushes. ““You and I are going to—” 

A ghastly scream cut him off, and for a few seconds, everyone 
stood frozen, even Kate who recognized the sound as the pierc- 
ing cry of an enraged stallion. 

“What the hell was that?’ Fraser turned to look toward the 
man he had set to guard the horses. Apparently the guerrilla 
had made a grab for Corporal’s reins, and the horse had struck 
at him like a fury. The guard, blood spurting from his bitten 
hand, was just going down in a blur of steel-shod hooves, the 
big cavalry steed reared up on his hind feet and striking at him 
repeatedly. 

“Shoot the horse! Kill the damned horse!l’’ Mawson shouted 
as he drew his revolver. 

Fraser raised the carbine and took aim at Corporal, forgetting 
about Zack for the moment. Zack dropped to a squat, reached 
into the grass, and came up with the sword he had placed there. 

“Turn around, Fraser!” Zack yelled. “I’m going to kill you 
and I want you to see it coming!” 

Fraser and Mawson whirled and saw the blade in Zack’s 
hand gleaming in the sun. The captain began to swing the car- 
bine around to aim at Zack, and Mawson tried to draw a bead 
on him with his revolver, both men entirely forgetting about the 
man being stomped to death by the horse. 

Zack stepped inside the carbine, knocking it out of Fraser’s 
hands with the sword. Then Fraser drew his bowie knife and 
backed away. Mawson now had a clear shot at Zack’s head and 
cocked the gun. His grip on Kate relaxed slightly, and she tried 
to pull free, taking her cue from Corporal and sinking her teeth 
into the Englishman’s wrist. He let out a how! and backhanded 
Kate, knocking her down, just as Zack’s blade glanced off the 
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bowie knife, its point piercing Fraser’s throat and coming out 
the back of his neck. 

Reeling from weakness and exhaustion, Zack staggered back- 
ward, Ian scrambled to retrieve his gun, and Kate jerked out of 
his grasp to dive after the revolver, which skidded out of her 
reach. A dozen guerrillas burst from the bushes, carbines at the 
ready, to see.what had caused all the commotion. ; 

“Get them, boys . . . Shoot them!” Mawson shouted, and 

Zack lurched at him with the sword just as Kate reached the 
revolver and picked it up. ; 
Like a dream with everything in slow motion, Kate saw the 
guerrillas level their carbines and knew she was going to die the 
next moment. Her eyes swung to Zack, her lips forming the 
words J love you, so intent that she didn’t hear the shout behind 
her. 

“Present arms! Ready! Aim! Fire!” The orders rang out 
sharply and clearly, and a deadly volley of minié balls whistled 
overhead with devastating consequences along the line of Mos- 
DVS Higit= ~ = = 

“Fix bayonets and charge!” 

Twenty United States Marines burst from: the woods and 
surged past Kate to charge the remaining guerrillas. 

“Do not take any prisoners, Lieutenant Evans!” Zack 
shouted to the young officer in command. “Those are Mosby’s 
men... Kill them all!” 

Then he dropped the sword and collapsed. 

While deadly and murderous on horseback, on foot the guer- 
rillas were helpless against the well-trained Marines. They died 
where they stood. 

Kate crawled past Mawson, sprawled dead on the ground 
with a gunshot wound to the head, to Zack. 

“Are you all right, my darling?” she asked, raising his head 
to place it on her lap. 

He opened his eyes and gave her a lopsided grin. “I’ve felt 
better but never happier.” 

Lieutenant Evans came running over to them, and Zack’s 
expression changed to a stern stare. “You disobeyed orders, 
Lieutenant.” 

“Yes, sir. We had new orders, or at least the John Paul Jones 
did, to cover the landing of General McClellan’s troops on the 
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river bank below Norfolk. Those orders did not include the 
Marine contingent, so I disobeyed them.” 

Zack reached up and shook the young officer’s hand. “I do 
not want to set a bad example for the Marine Corps, but thank 
you for disobeying this one time.” 


Later, while the Marines searched the area to make sure none 
of the guerrillas had escaped, Zack kissed Kate until she was 
breathless. “There . . . I hope that convinces you for all time 
that I love you.” 

She laughed throatily. “I’m convinced.” 

“Tl believe it when you say you’ll marry me.” 

“T will, but we can discuss that later,” she answered softly. 
She knew she had to return to Richmond just as he must know 
he had to return to his duties, but this was not the time to 
remind him. “Where do we go from here?” 

“Well, first, we have to get some rest. I’ll have Lieutenant 
Evans post his Marines around us, making sure he keeps his 
pickets well out of hearing.” 

He sat up, noticed the sword he’d been lying on, and lifted it 
to show her. “We owe our lives to your father’s sword, to your 
mother’s foresight, and to Lieutenant Evans’s disobedience.” 

Kate’s eyes filled with tears, but before they spilled over, a 
silken nose pushed its way between her head and Zack’s. “And 
don’t forget Corporal,” she said, smiling mistily and kissing the 
side of the horse’s face. 

“Hmm. Yes, he’s a hero in his own right, but let’s tether him 
to a tree and leave Starr with him for company or he’ll think he 
can sleep with us.” 

Kate giggled and snuggled into his arms contentedly, know- 
ing that later they would make love and it would be sweeter 
than ever because of all that had gone before and the unknown 
trials still to come. 

There was a long period of conflict ahead, dangerous mis- 
sions to be carried out by both of them, before they could think 
of their own happiness. Like the Union itself, they would have 
to suffer and work and have faith to get through the difficult 
days that would try their souls. But Kate knew now that she 
and Zack had the strength and the courage to face it together. 
And when it was over, they would never be separated again. 


A CHANCE FORK ECSTASY NO WOMAN 
COULD RESIST... 


All of war-torn Washington called Zack 
Benson a roque, as expert at seduction 
as he was at the dangerous game of 
espionage. Rebel or Yankee? No one 
knew his loyalties or his past. 


Kate Cameron was every inch a Southern 
lady and every bit a woman. But shed 
never known desire until Zack took her in 
his arms. With whispered promises, he 
teased her senses until she pleaded like a 
wanton for him to take her...ravish her... 
make her his own. And with her surrender 
came the power of a man over a woman 
obsessed, ready to sacrifice her heart 
and her heritage for rapture in the dark 
...and ecstasy at dawn. 
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